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PROLOGUE. Written by Mr. Bonn? 
Spoken by Mr. M1L1s. | 


UR Wits of late, grown tuond rous N 2 
Change, like the various Seaſons of the fits. 
They, each dull Winter, ſullen and fevere | | 
And cloudy,” as its gloomiq Days: appear: 
Yawn oer their Deſes, fig forth Jame Tragic-Scene, 
Then treat the Town with Produfts of their Spleen. 

Our Author takes a different Way to pleaſe i 
Heal: injur'd Love, and Cures its Jealouſies. 
You tender Virgins, and neglefed Wives, 
For You, She all ber Ax TIY ISE contrives. 
You can't deny ber Your Protection ſurely, 
She hides your Slips, and brings you off ---- jo purely! 
Bold in her Sex's Cauſe, She always rouzes 
Gainſt their Worſt Foes, Falſe Lovers, and Dull Spouſes. | 
But, O! ye Critics! Comic-Bards are few, 
And we've no Wit beneath the Sun, that's New : 
A not, in ſuch a General Dearth, much Mit, 
ße your Taſte in Plot, and Humor bit : 1. 
Plot, Humor, Buſineſs, form the Comic Feat, 1 
7 Wit's but a higher-reliſh'd Sauce, at 52/7; oo 
Ad were too much, lite Spice, deſtroys the Taſte. - ; 
4 You Sparks in Red, ſhe knows, will all befriend her; 
* Nay, Faith, you're bound in Honour to dgfend her. 
Dou, in ker Alays, her choiceſt Favors are 3 | . 
She never fails to raiſe ber Men of Wart. 
| 'Tis jeldom known, You Brothers of the Blade. | 
Let Women make Advances Un-repaid. 
You Chiefs in War, cube Manarchs cam ſubdue, + 
Yet own The Ladies Victors over. Vu. an 
4A Single Helen, once Divinoly Fair. = 


Summon'd a Croud of Heroes to the War: - 
7 nd brighter Helens raiſe your Courage --»= There... 
You, while our Author pleads in Beau! ok. 
Tein on ber Side, and Arm in ber Mg eee » 
Be Heroes in WOMAN Cauſe to Bay, 5 f 
And 41 you Live thoSok,\ Defend ae EEA. | 
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EPIL.O GUE. Written by Dr. SeweLL, | 
1723. Spoken by Mrs. OLDritLDd, 


IV E Plotting is the Buſineſs of the Age, 
Our Bard has paid it off wpon the Stage. 

d ſtrongly labour d in theſe Scenes, to ſhew Ve, 
How Wo MAN can in ARTIFICE out-do Te. 
You Bungle ſadly, and are always Caught EY a. 
Ere half your Work is to Perfetion brought. i 
Did our Town-Wives their Schemes no better lay, | 
What Monſtrous Plots wo d break out ev'ry Day? | 
Ladies, I hope, Tue acted to your Mind, 10 
And ſerv d my Jealous Monſter in his Kind. 


To play the Prieſt, and ſteal a Wines Confeſſion ; | } P 
What Man can make amends for fuch Tranſgreſſion ? DM 
Sau d all our Engliſh Huſbands Shrive their Wives, 0 


Meinen toon d lead moſt Comfortable Lives. 

For of all Slavery, tis tbe wort Condition, 

To tive beneath a Marriage Inquiſition. 
NM bat think you of our Hogan-Mogan Belle? 
Did ſbe trick the Trickſter nicely well? 
The NM bipfter thought, forſooth "teas ſmart and clever, 
To feel] the young Vrow up, and then to leave her. 
But onthe Yeanker a Dutch Trick ſhe palms ; 
Poiſon for Poiſon gives, and Qualms for Qualms. 
Hat Rake among you, but, in his Condition, 
Mad even think a Wiſe @ good Phyſician? 

Did this Dutch Law our roving Gentry bind, 

How charming wou'd it be for Woman-kind ! 

Then ery Nymph who has vouchſaf*d the Favour, 
' Might tye ber Lover up to good Behaviour : 


And after ſbe has put Him to the Teſt, | | | 

Might take, or leave bin,. as fbe lik'd it beſt 1 
Tin who are Noos'd, let me adviſe; beware, 1 

Give ver your Jealous Freaks, and truſt the Fair: f 

For, look-ye, Rant, and the Devil; 


There's naught but Patience cares the Marriage-Evil, 
The Thing is plain, and Hſtances are Common; 
Ne Man i boff @ Match fir any Woman. 
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Dramatis Perſme. 


M E N. 
Sir phil Moneyleve, Father to Olivia, 
a Man whoſe Morals are only ſubſer vient > 
to his Intereſt - - - --- 

Sir Fohn Freeman, Heir to 4000 J. per 
annum, but diſinherited. In Love with 
CES Ds ion -.0-50-0.4.0"6 

Ned Freeman, his Younger Brother; ; 
poſſeſs'd of the Eſ tate 
Faimwell, an Enſign under the Name 


of Taßery: in Diſguiſe, Footman to the > Mr. W Wi Fs. 


Widow Heedleſs, . 
Mr. Watchit, A Country-Gentleman, 
very jealous of U 
Tally, One belonging to a Pbaroab-Bant; 
an Humble Servant to Widow Heedl:/s, 
under the Character of Lord Pharoah-Bank 
Demur, A Doctor of the Civil Law. 


WOMEN. 


Olivia, Daughter of Sir Philip Money- 
fove. In love with Sir Fohn Freeman 
Louiſa, a Dutch Lady, formerly con- 
trated to Ned Freeman - - - - - - - - 
Mrs. Watchit, Wife to Mr, Watchit- - 


Widow Heedle/s, worth 20,000 J. af. | | 
Mrs. Thur mond. 


fected, vain, and an admirer of Quality, 
and reſolved never to marry beneath a 
J ˙ AA ons +>. 
Lucy, Servant to Mrs. Watchit - -< - 
Flora, Servant to Louiſa - 
Judith, Servant to Mrs. Heedle) G's 


Conſtable, Watch, and other Attendants. - 


Mr. __ 


Mr. Wilks. 


Mr. Mills. 


Mr. Griffin. 


> Mr. Harper. 


Mrs. Horton. | 


Mrs. Younger... 
Mrs. Oldfield. 
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THE 


ARTIFICE. 


ACT I SCENE TI. 
St. James's P ARK. 


Enter Fainwell in a Livery, meeting Sir John 


Freeman in Mourning. 


Fain. A! Freeman in Black? Dear Fack how muſt 
I diſtinguiſh thee ? ; 


Sir Fon. Dear Fack! — How came 


vou and I fo well acquainted, Fellow? 


Fain. O! —— that's too long a Story at preſent. | 

Sir John. What the Devil is this Metamorphoſe for, 
Fainwell. | | 

Fain. Love! Almighty Love! Copying of the Gods, 
you know. = 

Sir John. What Game are you in purſuit of? 

Fain. The old ſtanding Diſh, a WIrE I There's no 
Hopes of War, no Riſing in View! and Sabaltern's Pay 


will make a Man rub but ſlowly thro' the World. I 


have got Leave of my Colonel to be abſent from my Poſt 
for Two Months, in which Tune, I intend to make my 
Fortune. You know the Widow Heede 
Sir Jobn. Very well! Ha!—— 3s not that her Livery ? 
Fain. Yes, faith, I march in the Number of her 
Retinue. 
Sir Jobs. To what End? 
Fain. That's uncertain. If you know the Widow, you 
are no Stranger to her Taſte in Servants. © / 


Sir 
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Sir John. I know ſhe keeps none but awkward Coun- 
try Louts. | ; * 
Fain. Ay! and is a perfect Jockey in her Family, 
and takes as much Pains to poliſh her Train, as they de 
to break their young Colts. Now, you muſt know T 
aſs with her for as arrant a Ryſtich, as ever weilded 
Cudgel at a Country Wake, or tumbled Girl upon a 
Hay-mow. 
Sir Fobn. But wherein can this advance your Deſign ? 
Fain. Why, you muſt know, I make Love to her. 
Sir Jahn. Make Love to her! what, under the Cha- 
racter of a Footman? | 
Fiin. No, no, under the Character of a Gentleman 
of Fifteen hundred Pounds a Year in Gl/ouceſter-ſhire, of 
which Country I pretend to be ; for having Quarter'd 
heretofore in that Shire, I counterfeit the Diale& very well. 
Sir John. But what Service can this be to you? © 
Fain. Why I write to her as from Mr. Worthy; my 
Man brings the Letters; and I deliver them as Fefrey, 
her Footman ; and when I find her in Humour, I intend 
to give her my Picture, in ſo ſimple a manner, that ſhe 
ſhall take it all for Goſpel. 1, 
. Sir Jahn. But what fignifies the Copy? How will you 
introduce the Original? | | 2 
FTFrain. That has been done already. I have made her 
ſeyeral Viſits. My Man is now gone to her with a Letter. 
| Sir ee But ſuppoſe ſhe ſhould inquire after this 
Mr. Worthy? It is an eaſy Matter to know all the Gentle- 
men in G/ouce/ter-fpire, and what Eſtates they are poſleſs'd 


of too. 


Fain. She can't trap me there, if ſhe does: For, 'be- 
tween you and I, there is ſuch a Perſon as Mr. Worthy, 
Maſter of the very Eſtate I mention, who has given me 
Leave to take his Name. But I have diſcover'd ſince 
I have been in her Houſe, that an 7 Baron is my Rival. 
Sir Fobn. Then you are undone; for I am told, the 
—_— againſt Matrimony without a Title. But who 
is he | | 

Faint. My Lord Phareab-Bank, I think they call him, 
of the County of Tipperary. Sock * © OR 


Sir 


. 
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Sir Fobn, I don't remember ever to have heard of any | 


ſuch Nobleman. 

Fain. Recommended, they ſay, by Sir Philip Meneylove. 

Sir John. For which he is to have a valuable Conſi- 
dertion ; tor I am ſure, he does nothing out of Honour 
or Honeſty. I wiſh thee Succeſs with all my Heart. 

Fain. I thank you, Freeman; but prithee, who are 


you in Mourning for? Is the old Knight at Reſt Six Foot 
deep? ha, Jack? 


s 


Sir Fobn. He has been dead to me theſe Seven Years; 


but is now ſo to all the World, Fainzwel/. 

Fain. Sir John! I give thee Joy of Four thouſand 
Pounds per annum. [Embracing him. 

Sir Febn. I hope you'll give me the Eſtate too, Fain- 
well; for, I aſſure you, I have not one Foot of Land by 
the Death of my Father. | 

| Enter SA M. 
. Fain. He did not diſinherit thee, ſure. 

Sir Jobn. Neither better nor worſe. 

Sam. I ever thought my old Maſter would dye hard, 
and take the Left-hand Road. g e 

Sir John. Ha! what is Sam with you till? 
Sam. You know, Sir, I always ftick as cloſe to my 
Maſters, as their Breeches. | 
Sir Jaba. Ay! whilſt there is any Money in them; 
but, I remember, you left me for fear of ſtarving. 

Sam. Starving Oh, no, no! 
though, I muſt canfeſs, my Waiſt-band was Three Inches 
too wide for me. | 

Fain. You ſaucy Raſcal ! ha, ha? Well, did you de- 
liver my Letter ? 
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N N 4 * — 4 4 
« a 4.2.20 4 7.7 5 
1 pf 3 Is 


Not ftarving, Sir ; | 


Sen. Yes, I did Sir; and into the Widow's own |! 
Hands; and, truly, by what I can find, Sir, you have 
1 


nothing to hope for, if 1 have any Judgment. 


Fain. Why! What have you diſcover'd ? F 7 
Sam. Why, I obſerv'd when ſhe read your Epiſtle, * 
ſhe ſmil'd ſcornfully, thus toſs'd your Letter Span 
her Toylet ; turn'd upon her Heel; tipp'd her Maid 
a Box © the Ear for grinning, and bid me tell you, it 


Sir 


required no Anſwer. 
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Sir Fohn. Cold Comfort ! | _ 

Fain. Not a Jot the leſs, for giving herſelf that Air. 
But is it poſſible, that pure Party-Rage could make thy 
Father ſo unkind, Sir Fohn ? g 

Sir John. Add to that ſome little Wildneſſes. But the 

main thing that did my Buſineſs, was this; When I found 


nothing wou'd open his Purſe-ſtrings, I pretended. to em- 


> brace his Principles. 


Sam. I remember that Time, Sir: We lived in Clover 
then ! Many a delicious Morſel of Fleſh have 1 ferv'd up, 
and ſupp'd luxuriouſly out of your Leavings, Sir. 

Sir John. But, as the Devil wou'd have it, one Day, 
in my Cups, I chanced to ſtumble into a Now juring- 
Meeting, with half a Dozen honeſt Officers at my Back, 
drove out the Congregation, ty'd the Parſon Neck and 
Heels, lock'd the „and took the Key in my Pocket. 

Fain. Good! And what became of Old Sedition ? 

Sir John. Some of his Flock N to Evening 
Prayer, broke open the Door, and freed him from Du- 
rance; amongſt which Number was my natural Father. 
Fain. Rather Unnatural ! That was very unlucky Sir 
John. | 70 
7 Sir Tabn. Ay; for that Action not only loſt me a pa- 
ternal Bleſſing, but a paternal Eſtate. 7 

Fain. Which would have afforded thee many Bleſi 


| | ngs, * 
Wine and Women, Sir Jobs, the only Bleſſings in his 


World! So your younger Brother Ned has the Eſtate I 
ſuppoſe. 83 n 
Sir Tobn. Every Acre! my Fortune is cramm'd into 
ſuch a narrow Circumterence, I can cover it with my Thumb. 
Only —— a ſingle Shilling, © | 
Fain. Damn'd Barbarity ! 'S' Death! were he my 
Brother I'd cut his Throat. 3 
Sem. There's the Inſide of a Soldier for you! [ Ade. 
Sir John. So ſay Paſſion and Neceſſity; but Conſcience 


and Humanity offer to my cooler Thoughts a brown Muſ- 


quet rather, I confeſs, I long to exert the elder Brother, 
and beat him a little; in order to which, I have done all 
I could to provoke him to give me Occaſion ; but he 


' avoids 


r e ¶ f . % oY: eo. 
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avoids me as carefully as if he durſt not fight, though I 


know he's no Coward. 


Fain. Well! Heaven be prais'd, I am not afraid of 


being diſinherited. I wear my Fortune withmy Red Coat ; 
and whilſt there is one Miſchief. making Prieſt in the World, 
Soldiers will never want Bread. 


Sam. Ay, the Prieſts have ever been faſt Priends' to the 
Soldiers. Nothing like a Pulpit Drum. - But it ruins 


| oy Surgeons Buſineſs quite. 
Sir Fohn. Ay! how ſo? 
Sam: Why, where's the Occaſion for their retailing 
Lancet, when the other lets the Nation Blood by Whole- 
fale? 
Fain. My Raſcal has a Kind of ſmattering after Wit, 
ha, ha. No more of your Impertinence. 
Sam. Impertinence ! theſe Gentlemen will allow no 
body to ſay a good Thing but themſelves. afiae. 
Sir Fobn. Ha! yonder's my Brother coming this Way. 
How ſtately the Rogue walks, with three Footmen at 


© his Heels. 


Fain. Whilſt thou haſt not ſo much as one Scoundrel 
to pick up 2 Wench for thee. 

Sam. Oh, for that, Sir! with your Leave, he may 
always command his humble Servant. | 

Fain. He ſtruts like an elder Brother. He wants no- 


thing but your Title, Sir John. 


Sir Fobn. I wiſh T could transfer it; for it is of no 


Uſe to me. Honour's a Commodity not vendable among 


'the Merchants ; there is no Draw-back upon't. 

Fain. That's a Miſtake, Sir John; I have known a 
Stateſman | wn his Honour as often as Merchants enter 
the fame Commodity ſor Exportation ; and like them, 


draw it back fo cleverly, that thoſe who give him Cre- 


dit upon't, weber perceiv'd it ul the Great ay Was 
| one Poft. 


Fin. It may paſs at Court, or the Groom- Porter. ; 


Sir Fobn. -Honour's a dale Cheat. 3c nal Lon 


l but no Citizen will lend a Shilling upon it 


| Emer NED. FREEMAN, | 
Ned. Brother ! Your Servant. If this young Teton 
d 
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ad not been in a Livery, I ſhould have ſworn it had 
been Enſign Fainzel! ! Se 

Fain. The very Numerical Perſon you mention, is as 


you ſee, at your Service, Mr. Freeman, I believe you 
are ſurpriz'd at the F Fark I make; but there are Reaſous, 


which another Time ſhall be yours. In the mean while, 


I muſt intreat, that wherever you ſee me, you know me 
for nothing above my preſent Appearance. 


Ned. Whatever Deſign you may have in View, it ſhall 
never miſcarry through any Fault of mine. _—— Well! 
how go Matters in the North, Captain 

Sir John. Your Party perform'd no Wonders there. 

Ned. Nay, if you are entring upon Party Matters, 
good by-t'ye; You know I always decline Politics in your 
Company. 4 0 ; 

Sir John. Tis the Sign of an ill Cauſe. 

Ned. Then Diſputes won't mend it. Here ---- which 
Colour would you adviſe me to for a Wedding Suit ? | 
' Fain, What; juſt upon the Brink of Matrimony? Is 
it with the Dutch Lady you wrote ſuch Panegyrics on, 
when you was in Holland? 4 | Ne 

Ned. What, the old Burgo-maſter's Daughter of Haer- 
lem? No, no ! that Affair's ended long ſince. She was 
a good - natured fond Fool, and, to ſay Truth, I did 


- 


love her; but the old Carl her Father, did not like a 


younger Brother for a Son-in-Law then, and I'm a better 
Friend to my Country, than to take a Dutch Wife now. 
IT did him one Piece of Service; I left ſome Eng/i/b Blood 
in his Family. I met a Gentleman at Paris, who told 
me, ſhe was brought to Bed of a fine oy. 12 

Sir Fehn. If 1 miſtake not, you made that Lady a 
Promiſe of Marriage, Brother. | | 

Ned. Cou'd I do leſs for a Maidenhead? | | 

Fain. It is the Cuſtom in Holland, after ſuch a Promiſe, 


the Girl never ſcruples to go to Bed, and thinks herſeli | 


as much your Wife, as if the Parſon had faid Grace; and 

if ever you are found in that Country, their Laws will 

oblige you to perform Articles. | * 2 
Ned. Ay, it they catch me in the Corn, let *em put me 


B 25 Sir 
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i Sir John. Whatever you. think of ſach Proceedings, 
I aſſure you, 1 ſhould have very little Confidence in that 


Man who forfeited his Faith and Honour to a Woman. 

| ' Ned. Preſerve your Opinion, Brother; the Ladies will 
like you never the better for't. Every Female has Va- 
i | nity enough 'to believe her Charms ſufficient to ſecure what 
I} 


mw Sd (7, 2 4 


another loſt. | | 
Fain. But who is the Object of your preſent Paſſion ? | 

| Sir John. Pray Heaven, it proves not where I gueſs ! [ de. 
* Fain. Who is the Beauty that inſlaves you now ? | 


© 114. 9 
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Ned. Nay, I'm not fo prodigiouſly inflay<d as you 


al Sp Jobn. What! and juſt a going to be Married. 7 
Ii Sam. Mr. Freeman ſpeaks like an experiencd Tra- 
| | veller ; he is entring upon a Journey for Life ; the Whip | N 
and Spur, are for the ſhort Stages of Love. It would kill! 
the Devil to ride full Speed down a Lane that has neither 
End nor Turning. | ; 
Ned. Ha, ha, ha! Sam has a right Notion of Matri- 
mon | ; 
Sir Fobn. A Lady muſt be extremely happy with ſuch | 
a Huſband. But may we not know the Lady ? = 
Nad. Ves, yes, Brother, I'm not aſham'd of the Lady; 
ſhe has Beauty enough for a Wife, and one Charm, as 
defirable, as a new Miſtreſs. 
Fain. Videlicet. . 
Ned. Twenty thouſand Pounds. 
Sir Fobn. Ha! that one Article ſtrikes thro' me. [aftde. 
Ned. Tis Sir Philip Moneylove's Daughter. $7 
Sir John. As I imagind! -----This Blow wounds 
—_— than my being diſinherited. Have you that 
ys Conſent, Brother? | 
| Ned. I have her Father“s; and he has the Diſpoſal of 
1 her Fortune, though left by her Grandfather. She com- 
|| mands not a Penny, if ſhe marries without his Conſent. 
Sir Tobn. A moſt pernicious Clauſe ! - Yet, if Louiſa 
his Dutch Miſtreſs, who I have ſent for, comes Time 
| enough, I may chance to ſpoil your Market. Lide. 
Ned. I think I ſtand very fair; I have had his Pro- 
| miſe theſe ten Days. Si 
ir 
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| Sir Fobn. Juſt the Time that Sir Phi/ip forbid me his 
t Houſe! fince when, I have often watch'd him in, and 

fearing the Conſequence, I ſent, for his Miſtreſs ! and if 
1 there is the leaſt Grain of Virtue left in that Heap, of 
Muck and Immorality, Sir Philip, I may yet prevent this 


hateful Match. g Ide. 
Fain. I wiſh you Joy Mr. Freeman. 5 
1 Sir Jahn. Wiſh him Hell ! where he may taſte in part the 


Pains he gives me now.----O/ivia!----Oh! my Olivia. Hide. 
Ned. My Brother has no Reliſh for my good Fortune. 
! perceive you affect Gravity in my Company, Sir 
3} Fohn,and ſeem to have no Taſte for any Joy of mine,----Pri- * 
thee, how have I offended? You may have Reaſon to 
| blame our Father, perhaps ; but how is that my Fault? 
„L have really as much Love for you as if you had been 
born a Year after me, and will treat you as well. _ 
* Fain, That is to ſay, he ſhall live like your Bro- 
Ned. He ſhall live as he thinks fit, Sir; I ſhan't pre- 
| Fain. But you muſt put it in his Power! Come, 
mall I make a Propoſal ? | 
FF Ned. Out with it. | | 
Fain. Buy him a Colonel's Poſt in the Guards. 
Ned. I don't think to part with any Money that 
WAY. 1 
Sir Fohn, Not without it were to ſerve a certain Per- 
fon, you know where. Oh! that vile reſtleſs Principle 
of yours 

Ned. Shall never diſturb you with a Commiſſion any 
where, Look ye, Brother, you ſhan't want for what 1s 
Neceſſary. 

Sir 7ohbn. Neceſſary! I ſuppoſe you reſerve to your 
own Judgment how far that Word may extend. | 
Med. It ſhall extend ſo far, Sir, as becomes a Brother 
who has the Eſtate, to him that has none. | 

Sam. Humph ! That is as much as to ſay, in plain 
Engl, you may Starve or Steal, and be g'd, for 


lim. [de. 
Sir Johr. As far as becomes ycar.Elder Brother. 
| B 2 Ned. 


3 
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cowd * Din'd together to Day. 


Ned. I can't fay that, for perhaps you may fancy m 
Eſtate may become you deen thas ft Nees a. Hog 

Sir Fohn. | Your Eſtate  [Goihg up to him. 

Sam. [Stepping betrocen.] Sir, Sir, With your Leave! 
Where abouts do you think the Soul of 'my old Maſter 
may be now ? 

Ned. That Thought never enter'd my Head, Sirrah. 
1 know where his material Soul, the Eſtate is, and how 
to Spend it too. So, Brother, if you will be Chearful.---- 

Sir John. Chearful ! Bid the Directors, when there's 


a Run upon the Bank, be Chearful; the Merchant who 


hears the Shipwreck of his freighted Veſſel ; or bid the 
Mother, weeping over the Corps of her departed Son, be 
Chearful Bid them be mad rather, to avoid Reflec- 
tion. Chearful, quotha ! 

Sam. on s breaking a Man's Legs, and then bidding 


bim cut Ca Lai de. 


Fain. P olophy is a noble Study, Sir John; but 
few of us poor Rogues can purſue it. 
Sir Jon. With what, Elegance might my Brother 
*tere; diſplay the Beauty of Patience and Poverty ! 
Nd. No, Faith, Ja, Lam no Orator. ns 
| Keeps laoting upon the Papers. 
Sir ohh. Oh! What Serenity of Mind attends Four 
*Fhouſand Pounds a Year ? whilll Paſſion, Pride, and all 


: the deadly Sins, fill up the Train of a poor Dog like me. 


Fam. That's true to a Tittle, I know it by my telf. [de. 
Sir Fobn. Poor Clima] now | underitand thy Letter, 
wherein thou ſaidſt, T'h:t we muſt part for Ever; but 
I wilt fee Thee now, tho' certain Death attend it; tho? 


| robb'd of Birthright by his younger Brother, let him nut 


hope to take my Miſtreſs from me 
Such an Attempt will far more Dang'rous prove : 


He robs me of my Life, that robs me of my Love. [ Exit, 


Ned. That is the Colour for my Money. 

Fain. Ay, White is the Bridegroom's Colour. 

Ned. Ha! What is my Brother gone ? 

Fain. So it ſeems Poor Sir John. 

Ned. Pox of this Livery, I ſhould have been glad we 


Lam: 
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Sam. Now you talk of Dining — your Uncle call' d? 
at your Lodging this Morning, Sir, and bad me tell you, 
he wonders how you beſtow your Time, that you don't 
come and Dine with him as uſual. _—- "20 

Ned. Who's that ? 

Fain. An Uncle of mine, to whom I had once ſome - 
hopes of being Heir. | \ 

Ned. And what has ſtifled them ? 

Fain. Why, the Devil put Matrimony in his. Head, 
and ſpoil'd my Fortune. E 

Ned. Then he has Children, has he? 

Fain. One, which happening to be Red-hair'd; and the - 
Parſon of the Pariſh being Sandy, my Uncle, not content - 
with forbiding him his Houſe, bid adieu to the Country, 
and brought my Aunt to Town. N 

Sam. An excellent Place to preſerve Virtue in. 

Ned. How came he to ſuſpe& the Doctor? 

Fain, Why, my Aunt is a Roman Catholic, you muſt 
* Know, and I ſuppoſe my Uncle had a mind to make a 
1 yu Proteſtant of her, and brought the Doctor to convert 

er; but finding his Arguments more prevalent for Love, 
than Religion, thought fit to remove her. | 
. Ned. Ha, ha, ha! Where has he Lodg'd her? - 
Fain. He has taken a Houſe in the Pall. Mall, within 
a Door of my Colonels. | 
Sam. Who has as good a hand at Converting,.as the 
Parſon, if he can find a way to come at her. [affide, - 
Ned. In the Pall- Mall! If this ſhou'd be my Miſtreſs 
now? [de.] So, the old Fellow is very Jealous of her, 
you ſay? Le e . | | 

Fain. 80 Jealous, that he locks her up, it ſeems, re- 
ſolving to Father no Children for the future, but his own ;. . 
He allows her the fight of nothing that's Male. - | 

Ned. It muſt be ſhe; this agrees exactly with her 
Story. [de.] Such Reſtraint ſets all the Wheels of in- 
Vention at Work, and a Million o Nothing, but ſhe'll - 
a way to uſe him as he deſerves. - And how does the. -- 
take it? £0733 OTE 

Sam. Oh! not at all Sir, Fou hear my Maſter , 


. 2 ; 


| B 3 Ned 
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Ned. Her Confinement, I mean, Sirrah ? 
Sam, Ohl her Confinement. 
Fein. Not ſeeing her the laſt Time I din'd there, I 


wo after her Health, and was anſwer'd, ſhe was In- 
di 


that cams to Table, and ſent up to her Chamber, which, 


as the Maid told me afterwards, is his conſtant Cuſtom of | 
late, when any body -Dines with him. He is a true 


Spaniſp Huſband. 
Ned. And if ſhe proves but a true Exgliſt Wiſe, his 


Children may be nothing a-kin to him, for all his Caution. 


Is ſne handſome? 
Jain. So handſome, that I could venture my Soul 


with: her unf if 1 had ber Conſent, my Uncle Watchit, © 


ſhould be advanc'd in Honours. You underſtand me. 


Ned. Watchit! Mum! that's the Name. Faimbe“ 


muſt not know where [ live. [a/rae.] You would 


not-Cuckold your Uncle, would ye ? 


Fain. Why not? I think a well bred Gentleman ought | 


to have as much regard to the Breed of his Family, as a 


Fox-Hunter has to thoſe of his Dogs and Horſes. Where f 
do you Lodge, Mr. Freeman? I muſt bring a School Fel- 


low of mine to wait on you, one who has a Play upon the 
Socks: You muſt give him leave to Dedicate to you. It 
is young Di/lich. 


Ned Ha! Little Difich! 1 ſhall be glad to ſee him. 
When I have finifh'd an Affair which I have upon my 
Hands at pzeſent, I ſhall come ſomewhere to this End of 3 


the Town; but I am {zcog. for a little while. 
Fain. What, are you upon an Intrigue ? 


Ned. Yes, Faith, and with one of the prettieſt Women | 
in Town; a Citizen's Wife, whoſe Huſband is Tincturd 
with thy Uncle's Diſtemper : He permits her neither to 

u 


y, or receive Viſits; but in ſpight of his Blockade, I 
ve found means to open a Communication between my 


Self and his Female, and hope I ſhall be able to ſpring a 


Mine, and blow up the Fort of her Chaſtity, maugre all 
his Iron Guards. 
Fain. You talk like an Engineer, Mr. Freeman ; but if 
* is ſo cloſely confin'd how got you acquainted with Nat. ? 
? 


pos'd ; yet I obſerv'd he cut her a Plate of ev ry thing 
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Ned. Very accidentally. You muſt know, her Houſe, 
and that which I lodge in, were formerly one, ſo that 
there are Doors remaining, tho' faſten'd up -Sitting 
one Evening in my Chamber reading, I heard the Voice 
of Women, and found by their Diſcourſe 'twas a. Lady 


| 3 complaining to her Maid of her Huſband's ilt Uſage. If 


I were in your place, ſays the Maid, I'd be reveng'd of 
the old Brute: Ay, quoth the Lady, but ſhew me the 
Means. — Upon which, having bor'd a Hole in the 
Door, I put my Mouth to it, and cry'd, the Means is 
ready, Madam, if you'll Conſent to it. She was a little 
ſurpriz'd at firſt, but we ſoon came to a right Underſtanding. 
Fain: Ha, ha! fo ſhe open'd the Door! 19 
Ned. Not that Door: But the Chamber-Maid, who 


Ekeanew her Buſineſs perfectly well, after inquiring who 


Lodg'd at next Houſe, in the Morning, knock d gently 
at this private Door, and calling me by my Name, gave me 
to underſtand that there was a Door, between her Room, 

and a Garret in our Houſe, which if I cou'd find the way 
to open, I might have an Opportunity of playing a Game 
at. Picquet with her Lady ſometimes, in her Maiter's Ab- 
ſence: I took the Hint, agreed with my Landlord for that 
Garret, and felt to work immediately. The Paſſage was 
ſoon open'd, and we came to an Interview, lik'd one ano- 
ther's Propoſals, call'd for the Cards, and fat down to 
Play,. where I had the Game all to Nothing, kaving 
Point, Quint, and Quatorxe, the firſt Deal, had not the 
Old Fellow come in, and forc'd us to throw up our Cards. 
Fain. For which you both curs'd him, I ſuppoſe ; but 
pol have. found a Time, tis to be hop'd, to finiſh your 

ame. | OY 

Ned. I ſhall do, this Day, I believe. Wiſh me Suc- 
ceſs, Fainwell. ($192 SUE 9» 
Fain. I do with all my Heart: I know you us'd to be 
Generous, you'll not expoſe her. When yeu have corrup- 
ted her, you may help your Friends, before ſhe falls into 
the Hands of the Public. 4 3 „1 
Ned. With all my Heart! Now for the finiſhing Stroke: 
Pl Home, and watch the old Fellow out, and then 
ee ee (ct 07.3 Lair 


* 
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L Affair il jera fait, . as the French ſay = Which way 
are you going, Faimoell ? 

Fain. Every Way! I have ſome Twenty How-d'ye's to 


deliver; the conſtant Buſineſs of Men of my Cloth, you 


know. 


Ned. Ha! yonder comes my Father-in-Law that is to | 
be. I muſt avoid him. | 
Fain. And the Widow's Lord with him. {[afde.] Pray 


who 1s the Gentleman with him, Mr. Freeman? 


Ned. His Name is Bite, to the beſt of my Memory. k 


He belongs to a Phareab-Table, I us'd to fee him Tally 


ſomerimes, that's all I know of him. Adieu. [Exie. TW 
Fain. Tm glad I know fo much of him. Bite, quo- Þ' 


tha! Egad, I'll take care be ſhan't Bite me of the Widow. 


— —— Is this her Man of Quality ? -——— San, go you 
home, and e eee ravaged if I ſhould want 


py Do you hear ? 
Sam. Yes, yes, Sir. Exit Sam. 


Fain. Egad this Woman fatigues 1 me more than a _ 3. 


March. But the Hopes of her Gold, like the Hopes of 
Plander, gives me: freſh Courage for continuing the Siege. 
For, to Beſiege, and Storm, the Soldier's Trade is, 
in War, to conquer Towns; A vous, the Ladies. 


A C 7 . 
80 E N E Sir Philip .Maneylove's Houſe. 
Enter Olivia, and Louiſa weeping. 


o. NF OUR Story, I confeſs Madam, is moving z 


but I am' more ſurpriz d at Freeman's Inſenſibi- 
lity, 1 It is ye Wonder to find a 
Map falſe ; but that he ſhould be bling to ſo much owns; 
is an Argument of Stupidity. _ 
Les. Not when he changes for ſuperior Merit; 
Bat if you love not the Dx iſſemb ler, Dass HULL 
Oh, give him back to my deſiring Arms! 
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y & For we are fit Companions for each other. 
li. All I can, beſure I'll do to ſerve thee. | 
o Dear haſt thou bought, che faithleſs, worthleſs Man ! ; 
u Tow. Too late, I blame my credulous Nature. 
Our Sex, like Roſes blooming on the Tree, 
o |} Admir'd by ev'ry gazing Paſſenger : 


The Flow'r once cropt, a while 'tis worn in Triumph ; 
Then thrown aſide to wither in Diſgrace. 
Oli. Be pleas'd to give this Letter to Sir Jobn, ind 
urſue what ever he directs you. Depend upon any Thing 
in my Power to ſerve you, Madam; My Soul abhors this 
Treachery, and had he been as dear to me, as his poor 
SÞ;ur'd Brother is, I would renounce him now, tho E 
_ Fent with him. 
XY Enter Sir Fine 
t Oli. My Father! that's unlucky. Cafpde. 
Sir Philip. Pray, Daughter, what is this pretty eſo. 
tion of yours ? Who wou'd you renounce ? 
* O/i, One whom you wou 'd have me, Sir, if you but 
Fiſh me Happineſs ; tis that Deceiver' Freeman. 
Sir Phliip. How ! Why, what has Sir © 'Tobn ur 
e Eſtate then? If ſo, Egad I ſhall renounce him too, 
irl. _—— Ho'now; Who have we hear? Some Letter- 
Darrie, ha! Pray, who let you in, Miſtreſs ? | 
Oli. Juſtice. 
ook on this Lady, Sir, with Eyes more human, 
Dn her whom Freeman baſely has betray'd, 
Juſt in her riſing Bloom and Pride of Youth. 
Sir Philip. Why, you'd make an excellent Actreſs ? 
ou Rant and Strut it well; but who js this Lady you are 
Þ tender of, pray? 
Oi She's Freeman's Wife, by all the Ties of Love. 
Sir Philip. Ties of Love Hark ye! Has the Par- 
on ty'd 'em? Love makes none but running Knots, and 
Man may ſlip thoſe at Pleaſure ; but the Parſon's Nooſe 
a as ſure as the Hangman's; nothing but the Grave unties 
Now if you have him in that String, Madam, you 
re on the right fide of the Hedge, and I muſt look out 
or another Son-in-law. —— Otherwiſe, you 1 look 
arp for another Huſband — that's all, 


* ed nds. i. 
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Leu. By my Country's Cuſtom 'tis I claim him. 
T can have no other Huſband ; 
For all our Vows are Regiſter'd in Heaven. 
Sir Philip, Humph! that's a long way off, and very 


few Lawyers go that Circuit. I doubt you'll loſe your 


Cauſe for want of Evidence too. 

Oli. No, Sir, ſhe has a living Witneſs of his Guilt. 
A Boy, the very Picture of the Villain. 

Lou. A Pledge of Love and everlaſting Faith. 

O. Can you defend his Treachery, Sir? | 

Sir Philip. Can you defend her Folly ? Treachery quo- 
tha! He's a Traytor who weakens his King, not he who 
adds to the Number of his Subjects. You ſay, you 
claim him by your Country's Cuſtom, pray. what Country 
is that, Madam; 

Lau, Holland, Sir. | 
Sir Philip. Odio! Holland; why their 0 Mighti- 
neſſes ought to ſettle a Penfion upon you. I wiſh you 
much Joy of your Son, Madam. I warrant him a Hero, 


or a Politician, Every Exe/ifb-Man's Son, merrily begot, |, 
a great Man. Fools and Cowards are the Product 


of our Wedding Sheets. I wiſh he had laid ſuch a Foun- 
dation in my Family, before the Lawfulneſs of the Plea- 
ſure ſpoils the Breed. | | 

Oli. Are theſe fit Speeches for a Daughter's Ear? 
And this the Language of a virtuous Parent ?- 

Sir Philip. The Virtue of a Parent conſiſts. in Intereſt 
and Cunning now-a-Days, as your. Sex's Modeſty does in 


Pride and Aﬀectation. 


Oi. Monſtrous Preeepts ! 

Sir Philip. I ſuppoſe, Madam, you had nothing but 
Mr Freeman's bare Word? 

Lou. Words of the moſt Sacred Form! Vows of Eter- 
nal Faith! Eternal Conſtancy! 
Sir Philip. But how the Devil cou'd you expect Per- 


formance? Can any Man promiſe for Futurity ? You 


ſhould have got him into Bonds. Hereafter let me adviſe 
you; Do nothing till you have 'em under Black and White. 


oo 
Lou. 


— 


ener ere. 
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And you, inſtead of pitying, mock my Sorrow, 


Courtiers Promiſes, vaniſh into nothing. Paſſion: has left 


think I'll throw away my Money upon your Inclination, 
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Lou. Unmannerly Advice ; but I was told before I came, 
what ſmall Regard you paid to Juſtice. ----1t is in you, 
Madam, that all my Hopes are center'd. 

Oli. Depend on me, in all I can. 

Sir Philip. No whiſpering in my Houſe ; no cabaling; 
no underhand Dealing. Look ye, Madam, the Man's 
diſpos'd of ; but if you will let me know whereabouts your 
Fortune may be, I'll do my Endeavour to get you a Huſ- 
band. ---- I will, Faith. 

Lon. Since Injur'd Virtue is become your Sport, 


But if I fail his Paſſion to renew, 
The Traytor dies, to be reveng'd en you. 
Oli. Why will you raiſe her Indignation thus ? 
Do you not dread the Confequence? _. 
Baſe as he is, will you not guard his Life ? 
Oh! call her back, and calm her Paſſion; 
It you 8 not, you encourage Murder. 
Sir 


I'll try all Arts that may bis Soul ſubdue ; b 1 


i{lip. No, no, the Threats of your Sex, like 


the weeping Corner, and now it bluſters like the North 
Wind, that's all. I wonder who let this Woman in. I 
ſhall examine that Point with my Servants. Lide. 

Oli. Are you a Man yet void of all Humanity ? 

Sir Philip. If your Mother were alive, ſhe'd tell you: 
How dare you call me Father, and queſtion my Manhood ? 
What would you make your Mother Haſſey ? ha! 

Oli. Oh do not name my Mother! Were ſhe alive, 
you would not treat me thus. Remember your Promiſe 
to Sir Jobn. ; 

Sir Philip. But when I made that Promiſe, he was Heir 
Aparrent to Four Thouſand Pounds a Year, and Nobody 
dreamt of his being dilinherited. Zounds, do you 


Miſtreſs? No, mark me, Were thy Mother here all in 
ker Bloom of Beauty ; here, here, upon her Knees before 
me, I wou'd not break my Word to Freeman ; that is to 
ſay, whilſt he is Maſter of his Father's Eſtate ; therefore 
urge me no more, but prepare to be his Wife to morrow. 
D'ye hear ? Iii. | O. 
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Oli. To morrow ! ſhort Warning! yet ſhort as ttis, 
I ſhall have time for Reſolution; and you ſhall find it, 
Father, as unalterable as your own. 
1f where Te fix'd my Love, I muſt not Wed, 
Tui chooſe a Coffin for my Bridal Bed. 


SCENE Watthits Houle. 
Mrs. Watchit ela. 


INCE my Huſband reſolves to immure me, I'm 

glad my Jayl is fo luckily ſituated. Here I may 
hope for ſome Conſolation ; The a 
Freeman charms me; my Huſband's Jealouſy provokes 
me, and the Conveniency of that dear Door, is ſo irreſiſt- 
able that if I ſhould not be able to withſtand Temptation, 
my Hufband may take it for his Pains ; | 


greeable Addreſs of 


Beſides, as the 


A St: 


One had as good commit the Fault, 

As always to be Guilty thought. 
There's ſome Pleaſure in reflecting upon p 
and Confinement will fit more eaſy, when one knows 
to be ſhut up for nothing, is not to 


aſt Delights ; 
one deſerves it ; but 


Enter Lucy. 
Well, Lucy, Have you given the Signal ? 
. There was no need of the Signa 
found Mr. Freemax in my Chamber, waiting the happy 
Oh ! were theſe Men but half ſo eager after 
Poſſeſſion l But then, the Park, the Play, the Bottle, 
nay an Afternoon's Nap, ſhall have important Buſineſs in't. 
——— But here he is, Madam. 
Enter Ned. Freeman, running into her Arms, ; 
Ned. My Charmer! I have ſtood Centinel at my Win- 
dow theſe two Hours, to watch your old Jaylor out; and 
the Moment I faw him hobble over the Channel, I flew : 
to the kind Door, impatient to be let into Paradiſe. 
at. The impatient Lover, at the Beginning of an 
Amour, commonly proves the molt indolent after Poſſeſ- 
' fion, they ſay. | 
. Ned, That, Madam, in a great meaſure, depends up- 


1 Madam: 1 


LAS . : 
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f have naughty Thoughts 
Come, I muſt have my Revenge. 


Devil, you! 
ſtruggle any longer 
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on the Wit and Temper of the Lady; after Enjoyment, 
Love grows nice ; Beauty kindles up the Flame: Yet there 
is more required to keep that Flame alive: But you may 
boaſt your Sex's whole Perfection: He who puts on your 


Chains, muſt be your Slave for ever. Where Souls jym— 


pathize, the Bodies fear no Separation. When I but kits 


I thee [Embracirg her] my Heart flutters at my Lips, as if 
Z'rwould tell you every Thought within. 


Mrs. Wat. Bleſs me what do you mean ? I doubt you 
Give me the Cards. 


Ned. That you ſhall, with all my Soul, inſtantly. 

Mrs. War. Be quiet then, and take the Cards. 

Ned. The Cards! No, no, my Angel, I ſhall beat 
you at Cards; there is a ſweeter Game for your Revenge. 

Mrs. Wat. Piſh! what Game? Lud ! -- -you ſmo- 
ther one. i cry any of the Servants ſhould be upon the 


Stairs? ucy! 
Lucy. [aſide.] Humph! I underſtand her. l' take 
Care of that, Madam. .[Exit. * 


Ned. You ſee, my Life, M. Lucy knows her Bulineſs : 


Why ſhould we neglect or,? 


Mrs. Wat. Buſineſs! what Buſineſs? Oh Lud ! what 


; would you have me do ? [Struggling a little. 


Ned. Make me the happieſt of Mankind. A thouſand 


Loves are dancing in your Eyes. Your balmy Lips and 
3 heaving Breaſts invite me to the Banquet. 


Mrs. Wat. Don't talk to me thus, you infinuatins 
Let me go! ---- Oh gad! I an't able to 


Ned. Why will you ſtruggle at all? Why deſtroy that 


2 Pleaſure which your Conſent ſo infinitely would raiſe ? 
Come, lead me to my Bliſs, where, folded in each otker's 
Ecloſe Embraces, we'll bid Defiance to 2 Hutband's F rown, 


and kiſs, and laugh at all his jealous Folly. 


Mrs. Wat. OGad! O, O Lud! I have not 
Breath to anſwer O, O! I muſt not — dare 
not will not O Lud! ----I have ſuch a Swim- 
ming in my Head ! Let me go! Tho' if you do, 

I am ſure I ſhall fall down, [ "inks into bis Arms. 
8 -Nes. 
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ſhall I find the Bed Chamber ? | 


LO —— — ar . . 


Ned. O my yielding Dear! ——— Where the Duce 


Mrs. Wat. Tis the next Room. Ha! What have 
T faid? Did you name the Bed- Chamber? Oh Gad! I 
won't go into the Bed- Chamber. 

Ned. No, no, no, my Dear, I would not offer to in- 
jure your Modeſty with ſuch a Thought for the World. 
Go into the Bed- Chamber! No, no, I'll carry thee © 
thither. [Takes her in his Arms. 

Mrs. Wat. Nay, how can you be fo rude? Lord, 
whither are you a going? I ſwear I have a good Mind to 
cry out. [ Lucy foricks without, + 

Ned. Ha! What Shriek is that ? : 

Mrs. Wat. * Tis Zuy's Voice! Set me down ! my Huſ- 
band is moſt certainly return'd. What ſhall I do? O In- 
vention! O Invention! [ Pauſes. | 

Ned. Pox take him for an unmannerly Churl, to make 
a Gentleman riſe from Table before he has taſted the firſt 
Diſh; and with ſuch an Appetite too! 

Mrs. Wat. Oh gad! don't loiter here; But fly, fly, Sir!“ 

Ned. But whither, Madam? Whither ? Which way 
can I get up Stairs, without meeting him full in the 
Teeth ? Except you have any back-way. _ 1 

Mrs. Wat. I'll venture; (for it is impoſſible for him to 
get out.) Here, here, Sir, ſtep behind this Screen, and 
{tir not for your Life, *till I give you Notice. 7 

| [Ned ges behind the Screen. 
Io Enter War cHIT, and Lucy. 5 

Mat. What the Devil did you ſhriek out for? To give 
Warning, Mrs. Scriech-Orul? 

Lucy. Warning! of what, I wonder ? Who could you 
expect to catch, that you came creeping up in this Manner, 
to fright a-body out of one's Wits ? You ſuffer nothing to 
come near my Lady but Flies, that I know of 2 

Mrs. Wat. [Throwing herſelf upon the Floor.) Oh, Mi- 
ſery ! — Oh, oh, oh! by 

Wat. Nothing but Flies! why Flies breed Maggots, 
Huſſey. , # 

Mrs. Vat. Oh undone ! Undone for ever! 


eee 


Lucy. Oh my poor Lady on the Floor! Help, Sir, | 
| help. 
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e = help. — Where have you put the Gentleman, Ma- 
dam ? | Hide to Mrs. Wat. 
e Mrs. Wat. Behind the Screen. [de.] Oh, oh! 

Wat. Pud, What is the Matter, Pad? 

Mrs. Wat. I fear I have broke my Leg, Mumps. 
- £3 Wat. Heaven forbid ! Though if ſhe has, there 
J. will be one Advantage in't; ſhe won't teize me to go a- 
e broad theſe two Months. [de.] Let me fee; where 
abouts haſt thou hurt thy pretty Leg? 


. 

„ Mrs. Wat. Juſt in my Inſtep, Mumps]! — Oh, oh! 

o Wat. Lucy! Where are you, Huſſey! help me to ſet 

#3 your Miſtreſs in a Chair. How cameſt thou to fall, 
Piuadſey? [They lift her into a Chair. 

. Mrs. Wat. Why, hearing her ſhriek, I ran haſtily to 

ſee what was the Matter; and my Heel happening to- 

catch in my Hoop, down I came, with my Foot doub'e 

e under me. Oh dear Mumps! you hurt me terribly ! 

t. Pray lead me to my Bed, that I may lie down till a Sur- 

geon can be ſent for. | 

15 Ned. [ Peeping] Well propos'd. 

y Wat. No, no, let me rub it a little; J don't find it 18 

e broke: One mult not make Surgeons Work of every little 
Accident. It is not broke, Padſey, that's certain. 

> Lucy. I wiſh your Neck had been broke, when you. 

d came Home. [4/1 de. 


Wat. It may be ſprain'd, perhaps. I have ſome Cam- 
phirated Spirits of Wine in the Corner-Cupboard, behind 
* that Screen. I'll fetch it, and bathe it with ſome of that. 
e Tr is exceeding good for a Sprain. | F 
4 Ned. [ Peeping | So! I find a Law-ſuit commenced already. 
© Mrs. Hat. If he comes near the Screen, I'm undone. [ide 
: Lucy. What, in the Name of Jupiter, will become of 
the Gentleman ? 
3 Mrs. Wat. Oh dear, dear, Mumps] do not leave me, 
- 3 Gave Lucy the Key; let her fetch it. [Catches hold of him. 
1 /ucy. Ay, ay, Sir, give me the Key; and do you keep 
> rubbing, that the Blood may circulate. 
Ned. [ Peeping) Well ſaid, Mrs. Abigail. | 
Mrs. Wat. Ay, do, dear Mumpf ! Methinks there's a 
kind. of Eaſe. whilit you are rubbing it. Oh, oh! 
GC 2. Mat. 
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Wat. (riſing.) No, no, ſhe can't find it; ſhe'll fling 


down ſome of the Bottles ; that's all the Good ſhe'll do. 
Mrs. Wat. Oh, I ſhall ſwoon, if you ſtir, Mumps! 


I ſhall, 1 ſhall ! [Catches hold of him. 
You Women are 
fo impatient! Here, Lycy, take the Key. It is in a 
Chryſtal Bottle. Don't you do Miſchief now, amongſt the 


Wat. Well, well! T won't go! 


reſt of the Spirits. 


[4 
ſeen. 


Watchit 7s rubbing her Foot. 
Lacy. She beckons you to go out, Sir. 


Ned. I underſtand her. But if the old Fellow ſhould * 
look up? F 

Lucy. No, no, never fear; Þ ll help to ſcreen you from 
his Sight. [ Runs, and flaps herjelf down by Watchit.] Here, 


here, Sir, here's the Bottle. I'm ſure tis the right. 


Hat. What is the Devil in the Wench! have you a a 
mind to lame me, Huſſey ? Why don't you pull out the 
Cork? [Ned advances, but as Watchit /ooks up, retires. © 

Mrs. Wat. Rang the Cork. --- Rub, rub, rub, dear Mumps. 


Lucy. [ Becken; Ned.] Now, now, now. 
Mat. What's now, now ! Ha! J 


Lucy. Why, now the Cork's out! Lord, you don't mind 


my Miſtreſs's Foot? 


tain. 1 have ſuch a Terror upon me, that I'm diſ- 
arm'd of all Excuſes. 
Wat. Where lies thy Pain, Pud ? 
Mrs. Wat. Juſt where you are, ; 
Lucy. That I dare ſwear [e. —— Bleſs me, Sir, 


how my Lady's Ancle ſwells ? j 
Mat. Your Noſe ſwells, don't it? What do you fright 


vour Miſtreſs for, Huſley ? I ſee no Swelling. 


Lucy. I don't know how he ſhould. Lide. I 


MA. [afide.] She might have laid a Foundation for a 


Swelling, if you had been Civil enough to have ſtay d 


away Half an Hour longer. 
[ Advancing to the middle of the Stage. 


Wat. | 


Ned. [ Peeping.) I wiſh J were a Spirit, to go out un- 3 
[Mrs. Watchit beckons Ned to go off, whilft old | | 


Mrs. Wat. [de.] Ah! he will catch him, that's cer- 1 2 


PA 


Wat.. Come, try to ſtand upon't, Padſcy. 


he | now ! Who have we here ? 
Na. So! he has me! 

n. Doors open, Sir, and not a Servant in the Way to take a 
* Meſſage. | 

1 Mat. Had you any to ſend up, Sir? I don't like a Man 
that comes up to my Noſe; then tells me, I admire you 
# leave your Doors open. 

dd Knocker to the Door ? 


m give me Leave to wait. 
e, Wat. Buſineſs! What, to rob my Houſe ? or lie with 
my Wife, I warrant, had I been out of the Way. [de.] 
a I pray you, ſweet Sir, What may your haſty Buſineſs be? 
\e > Ned. What, in the Name of Jupiter, ſhall I pretend? 
z [afide.. 
! Mrs. Wat. [afide to Lucy.) Oh Lud! What Tale can 
he invent? I tremble every Joint of me. 
* Lucy. [ade ts Mrs. Wat.] If he proves of the true Ir; 
3 Breed, all may gowell yet. 
Mat. I am afraid, Sir, you have forgot your Buſineſs. --- 
A clean-limb'd young Raſcal, this; and has a 
l. damn'd Cuckold-making Air: Zounds, how my Wife 
eyes him [Zſidr. 
Ma. I have it; Impudence protect me. Lie. The 
Affair J come upon, Sir, requires your private Ear. 
Mat. Sir, I keep my private Ears, for my publick 
Friends. I have ſurvey'd you round, and round; and, to- 
be plain, I don't like your Phiz, and, may be, I ſhall like 
your Buſineſs worſe. Therefore, will hear, whether it be 
Worth going out of the Room for, or not. 
a Ned. I can eaſily pardon your Diſlike to my Face; but 
d I mult inſiſt upon ſpeaking with you alone. 
Mat. I inſiſt upon your {peaking here, Sir The Dog 
e. vill cut my Throat, perhaps. [afide.. 
. Mrs. Wat. I'm in Pain for the Event. P[«/7ge t Lucy. 
s C. 3 Lucy. 
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Mrs. Vat. [Shrieking.] Ah ! my dear, dear Life and 
„. Soul! I cannot bear it! [ Watchit is rating her up, 
re be throws her Arms about his Neck, to prevent his ſeeing Ned. 
a Mat. [truggling.] What, will you ſmother me? How 


I admire you leave your 


Zounds, was there not 2 


Ned. I did knock, Sir; but my Buſineſs would. not 


6 


— uo, — DES IO SES ur 


-AR_ Af; 


— --- e L- _ 


————— —  —— ————————— 
i 4 


— 


. 
— 


80 Th ARTIFICE. 


Lucy. The Gentleman promiſes well; Have Courage, 
Madam. [aide to Mrs. Wat. 
Nd. But your Reputation is concern'd, Sir. 


Wat. My Reputation does not depend upon your Tongue, | 


Sir; and I'll not ſtir a Foot. 


Ned. But have you no Regard to your Lady, Sir? for I 1 


perceive this is your Wife. 


Wat. And what of that, Sir? What have you to ſay ; 


againſt my Wife ? Out with it. 
Ned. I have nothing to ſay, Sir, againſt your Wife. 


Hat. *S'death, Sir! What is your Buſineſs ? What have 1 


you to ſay? Speak, Sir; Or, or 


Ned. Nay ! if J muſt ſpeak here ! Then know, Sir, I 0 


am employed by Sir Andree Gudgeon. 


Wat. Gudgcen! I doubt, Friend, you have miſtaken 


your Fiſh; for I know no Man of that Name. 


Ned. Hark ye, Sir, a Word [Speaks in his Ear, ] You 


know his Wife, I ſuppoſe, it you don't know him. 


Wat. Wife! what Wife ? Ad's Heart! ſpeak out, and 
This Dog is a Pick-pocket, for 
aught I know, (de. 

Ned. Why then, I muſt tell you, Sir, that Sir Andrew | 
will have Satisfaction, before he and you have done. | 


Keep farther off. 


Wat. Satisfaction! for what, Sir. 


it out. 


Mrs. Wat. Adultery ! Very fine, truly ! 


Lacy. Bleſs me ! who could have thought that my Lady 1 


had not been ſufficient ſor you, Sir? 


Mat. Zounds ! what do you mean, Sir? Do you think q | 


to make a Gudgeon of me? 


Ned. Nor you muſt not think to make a Cuckold of Sir 
Andreu, without making him Satisfaction, Sir. I don't 

value your high Words, nor your big Looks. I am not 
to be frighted out of my Buſineſs, Sir. I am a Proctor in 
the Biſhop's Court, and employ'd by Sir Azdrew, to ex- 


hibit a Libel againſt you for Incontinency. 


Wat. Oh Lord! Oh Lord ! 1 incontinent ! I'll be judg'd | 


by my own Wile, eo Pd! — come hither, Pal 
| | ſpeak 


Ned. For lying with his Wife, Sir, ſince you will have | 


ö your own! I can't help weeping to ſee my poor Lady ſo ill 
treated. f 


2 Hypocrite. » How often have you told me, what a 


it, after what the Gentleman has ſaid. 


ACOMEDY. 31 
1 the Truth, and no more but the Truth, Did ſt 
thou ever find me a Man given that Way ? | 
Mrs. Wat. I wonder you have the Aſſurance to look me 
in the Face ! I find your Suſpicions of my Vertue, pro- 
ceeded from the Weakneſs of your own Ungrateful 
Man ! Have I kiſs'd and hugg'd you in my Arms for 
this ? [ Burſts ſeemingly into Tears. 
Lucy. Ah! Did ever I think this of you, Sir? You, 
who have ſuch a tender, fond, loving, lovely Wife of 


Wat. Was ever innocent Man thus baited ? 
Mrs. Wat. Ah, Mumps! I never thought you were ſuch 


crying Sin Adultery is ! And 
Wat. This muſt be a Trick to abuſe me Get out 
of my Houſe, Sir. Zounds, get out of my Houſe ! 
Ned. Get out of your Houſe! Get ready your Bail, 
Sir. The Allegations againſt you are ſo plain, and poſitive, 
you'll ſcarce have any evaſive Anſwer, or to croſs-examine 
Witneſſes upon New Interrogatories, Sir, —— Mind that. 
| Wat. You and your Interrogatories had beſt march off, 
Sir, Without any more to do, or 
Mrs. Wat. If I might adviſe you, make up this Matter, 
and don't expoſe yourſelf. 
Wat. Why Pud! do you think I'm guilty, Pad? Oh 
Lud ! oh Lud ! oh Lud! 
Mrs. Wat. Why, can you have the Aſſurance to deny 


Ned. His denying it, Madam, will fignify nothing; we 
have unqueſtionable Proofs ; Cauſes of this Nature never 
come into our Court, without Demonſtration. 
He muſt undergo the Sentence uſual in theſe Caſes. 
Which is, To ſtand in a White-Sheet, and humbly con- 
feſs bis Faults before the Congregation. Beſides which, 
[Turxing ta Him. ] you will be compelled to pay Coſts and 
Damages. And if you are found Guilty of Contu- 
macy, as your preſent Behaviour ſeems to promiſe, we 
ſhall get you Excommunicated. 

Mrs, Wat, Excellent Fellow [fize. 

Ned. 
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Md Upon which comes out the Writ Excommunicato 


Capiendi: That, whips yt up in an Inſtant; carries you 
to the next Jail, and delivers you into Salvo Cuſtodio 
without Bail, or Mainprize. 

Wat. What, hoa ! within there ? Where are all my 
Raſcals ? Huſſey, go look em, [puſhes Lucy,] and bid 
'em call a Conſtable. Pl Bail and Mainprize you, I war- 
rant you, Sirrah : Why don't you go ? [I Lucy. 

Lucy. I'll not ſtir a Step: You wicked. Man, you! 

Neg. A Conſtable ! that may not be ſo well, Lade. 


Im not afraid of a Conftable, Sir. Send for him, and 
welcome; but the leaſt Noiſe you make in this Affair, 


the better, Sir Nicholas ! - 
Mrs. Wat. Sir Nicholas ! here muſt be ſome Miſtake in 


this; my Husband's Name is not Nicholas, Sir! 


Ned. What ſay you, Madam? Is not this Sir Nicholas: 


 Wiageon ? 


Wat. No, nor Woodcock neither, as you ſhall find, Sir ! 
Ned. Bleſs me ! What have I been ſaying all this while? 


I ask your Pardon, Sir, with all my Heart. How the 
Vengeance cou'd I make ſuch : a Blunder ? I was directed 


next Door to the Sn. 

Lacy. If J miſtake not, Sir Nicholas lives at the next 
Houſe but one. I am glad to find it a Miſtake, Sir, and 
that you are not Guilty of wronging ſo good a Woman, 
as my Lady is. 

Wat. It is a very pretty Miſtake, tho', to come into a 
Man's Houſe, and abuſe, and threaten him with White- 
Sheets, Penance, and the Devil; and then, I as your 
Pardon, Sir. A Pox on ou, and your Pardon too, Sir. 

Ned. Nay, you have Reaſon to be angry, I own, 
Sir and I wiſh I knew how to make you ſome Sa- 
tisfaction. Madam, Can you forgive me? Upon 
Honour, I'm in ſuch Confuſion 
Mrs. Wat. I believe him. [e] The Pleaſure of 
finding my Husband innocent, inclines me the more eaſily 
to pardon your Miſtake, Sir. 

Ned. I proteſt, Sir, I am very much out of Counte- 
nance |! 


Wat. 1 wiſh you were out of my Houſe, Sir. 3 
8, 
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Ned. If you ſhou'd ever have any Buſineſs in Doctor: 
Commons, Sir, I aſſure you, no Body ſhall be — 
Wat. I aſſure you, Sir, that nothing can oblige me 
more, than to ſee your Backſide; and ſo, ſweet Mr. 
Proctor, with your Excommunicato Capiendi, I am your 
very humble Servant. | 
Ned. Sir, I am yours intirely. Exit. 
Mrs. Wat. Charming Fellow ! [ aftge. 
Wat. Pox take him, he has given me the Palpitation of 
the Heart, which I ſhan't get rid of theſe two Hours. — 
Why, what a multitude of Troubles will this poor Sir 
Nicholas be in now? His Stocet Meat will have ſoure Saure. 
Odd, there's a pretty Penny to be made of theſe Cuckold- 
making Dogs, if one could but catch 'em napping. [de. 
Mrs. Wat. [afide.} Well, this is a Jewel of a Man, Lucy. 
Lucy. Ay, Madam, this Man has a Genius, and deſerves 


a Woman. 40 to her. 
Wat. I can't get this Fellow's Miſtake out of my Head ; 
it is a curſed odd One, methinks. [ afide. 


Lucy. How does your Foot do, Madam? 

Mrs. Wat. Pretty well, I think, Iny: Your Hand 
has done me exceeding Service, Mumps. ö 

Wat. Ay, ay, Chick, ev'ry one don't know the Vir 
tue of a warm Hand. I don't like this ſudden Cure. 
To roar out, but now when I'touch'd it; and now to walk 
about, as if nothing ail'd her. [afide, 

Lucy. If you were a Surgeon, Sir, and cou'd effect Cures 
ſo ſoon, you'd grow Rich apace. 

Wat. [aſide.] I wiſh you, and your Miſtreſs, have not 
all your I might not always be ſo lucky. > 

Lucy. To prevent your being made a Cuckold, I grant 


Wat. I took this, juſt in the Nick. — 
Lucy. Or ſhe had nick'd you. L Ade. 


Mat. That is to ſay, juſt as twas done. 

Zucy. Nay, before it was done; to my Lady's Sor- 
row. Lide. 

Mrs. Wat. Well, Mumps, I muſt remind you of your 
Promiſe : I muſt go out to Day. ho 

Wat. Fy, fy, you would not walk upon your Foot fo 
ſo ſoon ; would you ? | Mrs. Wat. 
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Mrs. War. Pho! I tell you my Foot is well: Beſides, 
I can take a Chair. 
Wat. Prithee, what Buſineſs haſt thou abroad Wife ? 
N Mrs. Wat. Why, I want to go to Chapel, in the firſt 
lace. 
Mar. The Saints will hear you as well, from your 


Cloſet. 


Mrs. Wat. I can't Pray in my Cloſet. a 7 
Wat. Nor any where elſe, I believe. Lade. 
Mrs. Wat. Befides, here are Prieſts in London. 
Wat. Ay ! Enough to corrupt the whole Nation. 
Mrs. Wat. And it is a mortal Sin not to Confeſs, rn 


tis in one's Power to do it. 
Mat, Pray, what Sins have you committed, that you are 
in fuch Haſte to unburthen ? 


Mrs. Wat. You are not qualify'd to know. 

Wat. Well, fince your Conſcience accuſes. you, you 
ſhall have a Prieſt. I'll ſend to the What- d'ye-call em 
Ambaſſador's, for one of his; who ſhall take your Con- 
ſeſſion in your Cloſet ; but I'll ſtand at the Door: For I 
would not truſt one of theſe Pardon-ſelling Rogues : They 
have ſuch convincing Arguments for Cuckoldom. 

Mrs. Wat, Why, do you think, Sir, that Pll be ſhut 

up thus, for ever ? 

* Nay, if you begin to exalt your Voice, then I 


2 tell you, It is my Pleaſure to have it ſo. Let that 
ſuffice. 


Mrs. Wat. No, that will not ſuffice ; for it's againſt my 


Inclination. 


Wat. Which is not to be ſuffic'd ? for you are never 
latisfy'd with gadding ; if we Huſbands ſhou'd always 
follow our Wives Inclinations, we-ſhould be in a fine 
Condition. 

Lucy. I am ſure you have all Conditions, but good 
Ones. C2 Ide. 

Mrs. Wat. Is this your Matrimonial Vow ! to impri- 


ſon me ; You that wou'd Cheriſh, Love, and Worſhip 
me ! 


Wat. So I do, don't I, my dear Fleſh and Blood ? 
Thou art my Goddeſs, and 1 adore Thee; and cannot 
ſuffer Thee — of my Sight. Lucy. 
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Lucy. If you Two are One Fleſh, How come you to 
have ſuch different Minds, pray, Sir ? | : 4 
Wat. Becauſe the Mind has nothing to do with the 
Fleſh. | | 

Mrs. Wat. That's your Miſtake, Sir; the Body is go- 
vern'd by the Mind. So much Philoſophy I know. 

Wat. Yes, yes; I believe you underſtand Natural Phi- 
loſophy very well, Wife : I doubt the Fleſh has got the 
Better of the Spirit in you. Look ye, Madam | 
Ev'ry Man's Wife is his Vineyard; you are mine, there- 
fore I Wall you in. Ads-budikins, ne'er a Coxcomb in 
the Kingdom, ſhall plant ſo much as a Primroſe in my 
Ground. | | 

Mrs. Wat. T am ſure, your Management will produce 
nothing but "Thorns. 

Wat. Nay, ev'ry Wife is a Thorn in her Huſband's 
Side: Your whole Sex is a kind of Sweet-Brier, and he 
who meddles with it, is ſure to prick his Fingers. | 

Lucy. That is, when you handle us too roughly. 

Mrs. Wat. You are a kind of Rue ; neither Good for. 
Smell nor Taſte. 

Mat. But very wholeſome, Wiſe. 

Mrs. Wat. Ay, ſo they ſay of all Bitters; yet I wou'd 
not be oblig'd to feed upon Gentian and Wormwoad. 

Wat. No, you like Sweet-Meats better. 

Mrs. Wat. Confinement wou'd cloy me with them too. 

Wat. Or you are no Woman. BA 

Mrs. Wat. But what do's this ſignify to our Marriage- 
Articles? You know the Forfeiture, if you deny me 
Ghoſtly Aid. | 

Wat. A Thouſand Pounds, You bit me there. 
Have a care I don't bite you again, [e. —— Well, 
well, you ſhall have this Ghoſtly Aid. But do you 
conſider, you never had the Small-Pox, and it never was 
ſo Mortal as now ; therefore it is not convenient you 
ſhou'd go Abroad; indeed it is not, Pudſey, Tis out 
of pure Love to thee, Faith, my Dear; for the Small- 
Pox wou'd ſpoil that pretty Face: It wou'd truly, Pudſey. 
Prithee now, believe thine own. Mumps, ——— 

Mrs. Wat, Away ! — I hate your Wheedling. Thoſe 

who 
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who languiſh under the Plague, need not fear the Small- 


Pox. | [Exit ith Lucy. 


Wat. Humph ! Say you ſo ? I ſhall indeed be a Plague 


to you, if I catch you tardy, Gentlewoman. Odd, I can't 


— this Foot of hers out of my Head ; it looks like an 
xcuſe to conceal ſome ſecret Failing, and puts me in 
mind of a youthful Stratagem of my own. Having been 


à little familiar with one of my Mother's Maids, and like 


to have been caught, I cut my Finger, and pretended I 
came for a Rag to bind it up. This Fellow with 
his Excommunicato Capiendi, too, may have more in't than 
I can fee through: I reſolve to examine my Servants, if 
ever they ſaw him before; but in perſonating this Prieſt, I 


ſhall know all. 
| Lucy /fening. 


Lucy. Shall you ſo? 

Wat. I have beſpoke a Diſguiſe; and am reſolv'd to 
take her Confeſſion myſelf. 

Lucy. Indeed My Lady ſhall know your Con- 


trivance ; and if ſhe does not fit you for your Curioſity, I 
am miſtaken, old Gentleman. [Exit, 
Mat. If ſhe has Cuckolded me, tho' but in Thought, 
I will injoin her ſuch a Penance ! 
Zoos Tl fo ſwinge, ſo mortify the Fade, 
That ſhe ſhall nier forget my Ghoſtly Aid. 


A T H. 


SCEN E Vid Heedleſs's Houſe. She wiping doton 


the Duſt with ker Handkerchief. 


p Enter JUDITH. 


Widew. Þ UDITH! What haſt thou been doing all this 


| Morning, that my Drefling-Room is in this 

Pickle ? | 

Jud. Pickle ! 
| Wi, 


hay MAL. 
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ACOMEDY.:. . i: | 

N. Ay, n box ; why doſt thou Eccho me? 
ud. Eccho-youl +, 3 . 

7. Wit Apain. e if ſhall 2 Four Chap, ir 

you don't learn to leave off repeating my Words after me, 


þ ud, Aſter you | —— Marry, I —>;, 
72 [Gives Re a Box c the For) You will do, it then? 
„Wil do whats Chem zhour, ch 18 do o- 


tt. Tas 


a thou to do with „ TT Mind 1 own 13 
ener puzale thy Noddle with Thought. TER un 
Enter Sir PHIL I, aud TAE v, = 
| Bleſs me ! my Lord, and Nis Rn . — 1 am. aha to 
be caught in this Diſorder ! . | 
Sir Phil. My Lord and 1 habe been fetching 7 Wall, 
and '1 could not perſuade his Lordſhip to pace by 
Door, Couſin, without calli ing. You are his Nen . and 
he is embark'd in the Cock-i boat of Love, and is con- 
ſtantly pointing this way 
Mid. Vou are very * 2 oh Morning. Sit Philip. But. 3 
Tah. 1 aſk your, Pardon, * but ſinding your 
Noor! open, and no- body in the way, the Knight undér- 
toak to Maſter of the Ceremanies,' as well as to anſwer 
the Reproaches I might reaſonably expect from you, for 
this Liberty 
Wid. Oh, good my Lord, no Apology ! That ought to 
be done by me for the Diſorder your Lordſhip finds me in. 
1 Go, Beeſom, and look for your Fellow Puzzles, and 
aſk 'em, Why they leave my Doors open ? I ſhall be 
robb'd one of theſe Days. — Sure, never any- -body was 
fatigu'd with Servants as I am. Did you ever viſit a 
Lady in a Stable before, my Lord? Oh gad, I ſhall be 
| ſtuck, mir'd, and laid faſt, and forC'd to be dug out like 
a Potatee. [Holds up her Coats, and walks cautiouſly. 
| Bree = Pity, 
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1 11631 


* "al ay ha LR * : We 


"5 © The ARTIFICE. 
Fill. A Stable, Madam! I proteft I think r Houſe 
is'as much in Order, as any Lady 8 
Sir Phil. Ay, my Lord, — are few of the Quality 
fuch Houſewives, as my Couſin. If it be pe. Lordſhip's 
NY ry, her, ſhe 'H ſet the Nac 
A Fattern 


Wid. Fy, Sir Philip! This to my Pace! it looks like 


ttery. 
Tally. What would be Flattery to another, is but doing 
you uſtice, Madam. 
d. Women have no Defence againſt the fine Things 
you well-bred Men ſay. To raiſe our Vanity, and make 
us have a good Opinion of curſelves, you are ſure, is one 
way to be well in our Eſteem. 


* Tath. 1 mould think myſelf the happieſt Man living, if 


I cou'd perceive I had the leaſt Share in yours, Madam. 
Sir gil. His wa” 1 1 Couſin, that you 
are Inexorable._ — Hark-ye, one Word with you —— 
Don't overſtand your * A Man of Quality is not 
to be caught every Da 
Fain. ¶ Liſtening] There's and old Rogue now. [aſide. 
Mid. Wou'd you have me marry a Man as ſoon as he 


aſks me the Queſtion, Sir Philiʒi? I think, to have an 


Amour with a Perſon of Rank known and "talked of, is 


one of the greateſt Inducements to Matrimony ; eſpecially 


if it gives the Reſt of my Sex Pain. 
Fain, [ afide.] Right Woman, on my Conſcience ! - 
Wid. My Lord! won't your Lordſhip pleaſe to veſt 
vourſelf? 


Tally. My Reſt depends upon your Ladyſhip. 
Fain. rafite. 1 Who ſhall never be a Reſting-place for you 


to Tally on. 


Mid. I'm certain, it is not in my Power to give your 
Lordſhip Pain. 
Fain, 80 — Another Trap! but I'll ſpoil the Dio- 


1 
* Enter FAINWE I I. 
Tally More than your whole Sex. 
Mad. Your Lordſhip will make me vain. 
Sir Phil, 
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e Sir Phil. If there could be any Addition to the Vanity 


that thau LING already. Lide, 
y Wid. efery Well, dare * deliver * 
my Medes br 
t Fair. Be Meſs, I think ſo. 
Wid. Ha [Looking with at. bin. 8 
e Fein. How many dud you gi' me, Forſooth? 
Mid. Madam, Oh the Clodhopper! + Ie. 


4 Fain. Mrs. What-ni-cull- um, at the yg" ;-Hea . 
gone out, chu'd feem. 

$ id. Madam ! Block head. [Gives him a Box on the Eur. 

e Sir Phil. Ha, ha, ba! this is like to be a diverting Scen 

- Ma. How often muſt | inſtruct you to behave yourlel 
before Company ? Will you never learn Manners Booby 

f Fain. No, I ſhan't, an you go on at thik ſame flip — 
Rate.———Nouns, an thick be London-Breeding; ſend _ 

into the Country agen, I fay. 

. Telly. If [1 were thy Lady, Fettow, thou ſhould't — 

t thy Wiſh. 

Fein. Say you a ſo? Ay! But Curſt Cams have hart Horns, 
— fay i 2 our Fr ſhall pever be your veryant, 
T3 How now, Sauſe-bax 1 Fas you know who you. 
| 
| Fain. Ye, I dee lee than you think. for, mee. 

Tally. J How's that? Teach, if this Bumko 
D Tos me, he'll ſpoil all. 
id. I have a good Mind, Sirrah, . 


dennen Thraat. 
Fan. So yow m an you wol. What does he meddle 
wich ms far, then? I.qud not meddle u him ;; dud 17 
Sir Paul. You have your Bones broke in Na- nb. 
admire my Lord does not Cane you, Scoundrel. OO TOR to 
Talh. Bis being this Lady's Servant protects him, 
Flix. No, it is that protects vo L far an Þ had yow in 


my Countr 21 
Tally. This Fellow and I muſt: have a little Confahula- 
n ende = 2 
+. Sirrah,' no more of your Impudence; hut give me 
an Account of the Buſineſs I ſent: > about. 1155 does 
2 2. Lady: 


%: 


N 
1 ** w$ 
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Lady Lacy, Lady Lck-up, Lady Loe. it, Lady Set-up, Lady 
Comely, Lady Rævel, Tach Ramble, Mrs. Prim, Mrs: 
| Prute, Mrs. Coſtly, and Mrs. Travel ? X 
Fain. Nowns ! her Tongue runs like the Mill at Vas 
ther” s Orchard-End, that ſcares Crows fro' W 
Mi. Does it ſo, Sirrah ? 
| as, to beat him, but Tally Peptin Aae. 
* Tall. Hold, old, dear h let me Remer for 


Mr Ferry this esce. x 4 
Fan. How civil the Dog is ' | [fn 
Mi. Your Lordſhip commands me. wel, Mrs. Fick- 


out, at the Boar's-Head, which you call the ty 1 


D you 1 TT. 1 


Fair. So ſhe Was. 4 \ 1} 30 fad 
6 " Wid. How's that 8 A 
- "Telly: Lide to Faiiwell ] Madam ——.— 
Itadam You forget. 

Foam. Madam— FS 


H. Hoa! you have ſqueez'd out Madam at laſt * 
af your." * "x2 . )- UDO 1; 8} 
Vid. How, Surah! aa ou ſqueeze me? My N 70 
Pbiliß! Did Sera leere My * ar 
Tally. You ſee, Madam, your Beauty reache all Doguie 
He ſpeaks from his Heart, dare - verk. 
Sir 2 You have him as*you' breed Him. 
Wd Oh, that's barbarbus, Sir Phiuip. You don't Know 
the Pains 1 with my Clodpated Family Well! 
[ Lyoking ar. Fainwell. 
9! Nn Ve they Are Well M , And hope you- 
are well, Madami-Ahd meu all-l-drifome of them wyl 
dome to ſbe) Now, Mudam==Sowtteylgaheit Lives - 
Loves ? No; 01080 they: gib thüir Service to yow, 
Madem Arz gan, an; an, S0 thus Madam, 
wen Madam enough foryow how's ar think, if yow 
How when yow have enough. % un 
'ffp}ty. Now Feffory has doũe it. "Ha, ba, "IN 
Vid. | have been teaching him the: diſtinguiſhin Rap, 
> theſe Uiroe Days unc yer, I nem e 252 with 
805 I de 


ww KH 1-3 


aw [if A, ww.”  o©r 


the ſneaking Air of a Taylor. Let's hear how you per. 
form ? {He knocks auktwoardiy* - 
Mid. Execrable— Didn't I tell you ſo? There, 

Blockhead —— [She thunders at the Door. 

Fain. By'r Lady! that's enough to fright: all the Dogs 
in Town. | . g , 

Wid. In the Opinion of ſuch a Puppy as you are 
Go, bid the Cook ſet on the Tea-kettle, and cut ſome: 
Bread and Butter. But d'ye hear? don't you bring it 

dangling in your Fiſt, as you did Yeſterday, Sloven 
It you do, 1 ſhall throw is at your Head, Sir. Remember: 
to bring me nothing without a Plate: D'ye hear: Ton. 
„ han't Breakfaſted, I hope, Sir Philip? 

Sir Phil. Ves, long ſince. 

Tally. So have I, Madam. | 
Sir Phil. Feffery's talking of Dogs, puts me in Mind of 
a Meſſage from my Daughter. She bid me tell you, ſhe- 
expects a Puppy: Has your Bitch litter'd yet, Couſin _ 

Mid. Not yet, Sir Philip. You. never ſaw a * 
Creature ſo big in your Life. Feffery fetch Miſa hither- 
[ Fainwell going] Hark-ye ! Hark- ye Come back. 
{he runs up to ber Noſe. | What ill you run your Noſe- 
into my Mouth? Where are your Manners,. when you: 
leave the Room till that Scrape? I thought I had 
ſhew'd you to bend your Body only, and keep your Feet 
upon the Ground. 4 

Fain. By'r Lady, you'll make an amb'ing Nag o' me 
by-and-by. hy [Exi#.. 

Tally. [Læſide.] Nothing but the twenty thouſand Pounds 
could make Amends for thy Impertinence. I ad- 
mire you. give yourſelt the Trouble of. Country Servants, 

dam. 

id. I would not keep a Town Servant, my Lord, if 
they would live with me for. nothing. Their whole At- 
tention is Drunkenneſs and Pride. The dirtieſt Troltup 
in the Town muſt have ker 'Fop-knot and [Pickin-ſhoest. 
This City ſpoils all. Servants: L took a eh Runt laſt. 
Spring, whoſe Generation ſcarce ever knew. the Ule of. 
Stockens : And —— will you believe me, my Lord? She 
had not liv'd with me three Weeks, before the ſew'd 
Ee: D 3 Three 


F — 


2 Dog brought on a Plate, Clodhopper ? Did you? 


Live wi'you- 
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Three Penny- Canes round the Bottom of her Shift, en 
of 2 Hoop: Petticoat. 

Sir Phil, That was ſomething better than a Wench at 
my. Houſe, who diſ-rob'd a Barrel, and let all the Ale about 
the Cellar. One of the Ends of the Hoop working out, 
difcover'd the Trick, and at the ſame time flung down a 


b Board of Glaſſes. ---- Ha, ha, ha? 


Jah, Ha, ha, ha! 


Itia. Ay, they do more Miſchief 15 chair Necks are 
worth... If the Parliament don't lay a Tax upon their 


Pride, chere will be no living. I wiſh. Four A 


wogld take it into Conſideration. 
Enter FAINWE LTI. 

. Well! Where's Miba? 

Fain, By Mefs, I can't bring her; not I. 

id. = ſo? Is ſhe ſo heavy? 
. \Fain. No, ſhe's not fo heavy : But I can't make her 
lie upon a Plate, for the Blood o' me, ſo I can't. 

Sir Phil. Ha, ha, ba! Ridiculous enough! _——Ha, ha! 

d. A Plate, Blockhead ! a Plate! did you ever ſee a 


f Following him about. 
Sir Phil. "ay 8 faith! 


Fein Nay, how do I know your London Vaſhions ? 


8 bad me but now, I am zure; to bring you naught 
without a Plate; ſo you dud. 


Mid. What! ---- Living Things? — did 1 ſay 


| Living Things? 


Fam. Living Things! *$' Blead, the Devil would not 
The Cobler wants enen for . 
your Clogs, Fudith bod me tell yow. 

Ma. Theie Wretches will diſtract me ! —— Is that a 
Rieſfige to be delivered to me in Publick? Ha, Thickſcull! 
— But ſince you had no more Wit, let me ſee what he 
has done for. the Money. My Lord, you'll excuſe 
— Piece of Oeconomy. —— 51 (Ani . 

F ainwell returns with the Clans upon 4 Plate. 11 

Wd, Did you ever ſee the Fellowes | him, Sir Philip? 

> me ino an * ! Why, you 2 


enen _— 
ſcull'd Raſcal ! ou unthinking ſenſe. | 
leſs Ideot ! Was ever a Pair of dirty | 
n a Plate Sab H- there? == ur 
ere ? ----Was there? Hedge Hog? 

Wo him about and beats bim, Sir Philip Inte 

ain. What d'ye ſtrick me vor ? —— The Clogs arn't 
Living Things too, are they? _—— By the Meſs, I'll take 
the Law of you, ſo I will, an you thraſh me about at 
thick ſame Rate. 'S'Blead, an yow were a Man, ty 
dreſs your Jacket for yow. 

Sir Phil. Fy, fy, Couſin, this is not like a fine 
Mid. That's your Miſtake, Sir Philip.; My Lady Flig- 
pant beats her whole Family, from her Huſband to her 
Coachman. 

; Tally. Cofide.}T ſhall each you better Manners «lis 
get you. | 

Mad. Out of my Sight, Sirrah ! - + ++ 

= Who the . cares to ſtay init +l 0 

effery 1 Feffery! thou ar't right enough ſerwd 
hy didft — leave thy Sweethoart,” Graſs e 
away like a Gooſe in a Pen? | 
Sir Phil. Why then you are Falſe- hearted, Fefery? 

Fiin. J have been Sit; with Shame I confels it, or 1 

had never come under Miſtreſs's Clutches. But, 4 
May all falſe-hearted Men my Fortune haue, 2s Fg 

And tube fights Woman, be a Woman's Slave," *..;* 

I've 3 to fay to E my Lord, when Time ſhall 


ſerve. FA. be gaser out. 
Tally. rn meet you in cut orden Piazza, im Half 
an Hour. C Side to Feine | 


Boater, FAINWELL. 
Fain.. Here's the Knight in Black to ſpeak wi” yOW.— 
Sir Freeman, I think they cell him. 
Mid. Sir Jobs Freeman, you mean > him up. 
Sir Phil. Hold, hold, let me be gone firſt. I Rave ſome 
Reaſons why 1 don't care te ſee him. —— I had ſome 
Buſineſs with you, Couſin, but I ſhall. ſend to you 
Willyou walk, my Lord? Or ſhall Lleave your Lordſhip ? 
Tall.” 'l wait on you, Sir Philip. Il take an unwik 
og bane. Madam: But it may not be 4 
5 be 


mat 
OE 
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ER your Buſineſs I long to know what this 
— our moſt obedient 
Peer ally „ 


Enter — Jou. | 

Sir Foby. . Taſk your Pardon, Madam z I fear my Viſi 
4 d you of better 

Mid. Not at all, Sir John: Your Father-in-Law, that 


meet you. 


Sir ohn. Well he might, after his perfidious Uſage. 
* Mid. _ is your Brother really to marry my Couſin 


Sir Jobs. I have Reaſon to far it; but hope he will be 
diſappointed. ' I receiv'd Inſtructions from Olivia to wait 
on you, Madam, to aſk a Favour of you. 

' Wid. She may command every thing in my Power, 
Sir Jein. What is it? 


a Sir Jan. That you would give a Lady Entertainment 


an chat Appartment which opens into the Back- ſtreet. 
Mad. What is that the Dutch Lady, Sir Fobn? | 
Sir Jahn. The ſame, Madam, 


Mid. She's welcome. May her coming prove propitious ! k 


Enter u Dir R. 

2 Here's one Mr. Freeman, to wait on you, he fays. 

r Fobn. My Brother; what can he want? Does he 
aſe to viſit you, Madam? 

Mad. He never was here in his Life! I can't imagine: 
His Buſineſs ! Would you ſee him? 5 

* Ves, yes; but not a Word of the Baſinefs 1 
came a 
Aid. You don't think me fo indie J hope: Shew 
kim up, Judiib. 

| Enter NR D baue u. 
Ned. Madam, your Servant. Ha! Brother! I'm Jad 


| * you 33 Company. * . 's a: 


Nins, Fellow, M 
Mid. So he is indeed, Sir. He wants nothing bat 2 
Wite, in my Opinion. 


re [4f4e.] Brother, 1 hope you conceive. a Widow, 


—_— when | 


was to have been, is juſt gone out; he ſeem'd unwilling to 


1 
3 
1 
2 
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when ſhe makes ſuch Wiſhes in your Favour. mms” _ | 
has T'wenty Thoufand Pounds. 

Sir Jobn. And what then, Sir? * . 

Ned. What then, Sir? Why FIR he ws nt wow 

wil de worth Twenty Thehſasd Pounds Thats au! 
NG: I would ad viſe you to märry Ann 540 

I'thank you; Sir; but I am prfbvi deer. 

S yen So am IJ. 

Ned. Why then I wiſh-you.-Joy,- Brother, if von are 
ſo ſure of it. Madam, I h have a Meſſage to you from 
Sir Philip Money/ove, who intended ig have delivered it to 
you himſelf; . but Company ebming in} and bei meet 
a Lawyer at the Rimmer, where I now Jeſt hi, be was 
obliged to leave your Lady ſhip without: telling you that 
he came to know your Reſolution about a Piece of Land 
that he mentioned to you ſome time ago, Her walld 
gladly buy it; — with you for anothef; becauſe 
that Ground is contiguous to ſome! Part! of his Eftate, 
—_ he'is about to ſettle upon his Daughter. 

* — Pray, Sir, let my Couſin know; that T 2 

Orders to treat with him about that Matter. 

EN W here does ybur Lawyer live Madam? 

Mal At Number Zude Hag v Bench "Walks inthe 
e, Sir Philip knows Rim ned oye 

NM. Very well Madam. Rrithers where fl 
ſes yon in the Evening one ff tae 

Sir John. Lam ingaged this Evenings 45 a 
ed You ll make one in a Oy 6 Morrow, 
1 hope 2 ſor that is to de my Wedditgatly i— ! -—-— 
Sir Jobe. 1 wp mx 4 5 2 A 6 bo 
Promi e nothing for Futurity, Ate. 15 "yd Le 
% Ned. 't You can't! L what you! pleaſe, Sir. 
---- Madam your moſt humble Servant. 25 
Nid. Ha ne triumplis! ——How can you belr Mein 
ho gives himſelf, Sir Foby ? 00nd 1 Ho 

Sir Jobn. To do him Juſtice, Madam, 1 — 
knows nothing of my Pretenſions to Olivia. He was 
Travelling, when firſt J made -myAfdrefles ; and nde 
his Return; we have not been ſo well Witk one r | 
commanicats' Things of this Nature. 177 * 4 


mY L "Sg 4 


b. it is not ſo: for I ſhou'd be loch to have a Secret of 


—— — 


r a 
* 
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. Wis. L aſk your Pardon, 85. Nate, for keeping you 


' ſtanding. Won't you pleaſe to ſit, Sir ? 


Sir Fobn. Excuſe me, dear Madam; I intend to take 
this Opportunity / to fee Olivia, whillt her Jaylor's abroad, 
let the 1 ne yr it will; and let hey know, 
how much „ q to you, Madam. 

Mid. My good, attend you both, Sir Join, 

it. 


"SCENE — Pigzzas, | 


0p Baer FainWEkz, e 


Fain] TA! not here] ſure he don't ſuſpeR me ; and 

; apprehend à Duel might enſue ; all my Mea- 

— if be ſhould. wen Ho! cn. 
oy 1 i +» eee TALLY, 1 

»" fath, n I won- 

Fay If he has diſcovered me, he wants a Bribe. But 


J 


this Nature lis in the' Breaſt of ſuch a Blanderer. ahh 
— effery! 1 proteſt I did not ſee yon. 
what can” Aerve you in? 

Fain. In nought, » bat 1 now of, Zr: ha me ks | 
may zerrt yow in amewhat, Cir, ——my wau' 
ray. I beg yowr Pardon, Zir 3 We dan't 266 zuch vine 
Voke in gur Country every Day -»-- 20 that I hope vo. 
won't be angry an 7 d not hit en vor Worldip' 
7 1 fs Mr. Tf I hate Ceremony. 
. no, no, wy, 
find he does * 21 ſafe. ¶ ide J If 
that we P of Quality 'd be 
3 by the Titles and his Majeſty: has 
d to exalt us to, I wou'd not care if I were 


call plain Fack. 


| Gait; If Fan were exalted according to your Merit, 
you'd take your Degree at Tyburs. (afide.) --— AY, ay, 
nothing but right, Zir, nothing but right. 
Ca But which way am I to be oblig'd to you, Mr. 
Feffery? 1 ſhan't prove ungrateful, I aſſure you. 
T7 . Nay, as Er that, d'ye zee that's not the mat- 


ter ----I dan't want & * An tho I be but a poor 


n Fellow, 


ce 


2 


» Ld Gs 


mn 4 (3) -" by 


1 promiſe yow. 


Ignorant. (ey 


the tells me ev'ry thing. Odd, an yow knew as much as I 
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relle and wears © tamiry Cott: here, and am thumpt, 
and beaten about as you zee, I have an honeſt Heart in my 
Belly, and good Blood in me too, for aught I know : For 
yow mun underſtand, Vather was my Lord Firebrand's 
Gardiner, when I was got, chou'd zeem, and they tay 
Mother was a deadly pretty Woman 
Tally. From whence you would infer, that his Lord- 
ſhip might be your Father -Not unlikely ; but go on. 
Fain. I perceive your Lordſhip is a Suitor to my Miſtreſs. 
- Tally. leonfeſs you are a Man of Penetration. I am in- 
deed an Admirer of hers. 10 
Fain. The more's the pity. . 20rry ert. 
Tally. Why ſo? 
Fain. Becauſe, I'm zure ſhe'll uſe pong like a Dog: 1 
han't liv'd a Month wither, and to my Knowledge, ſhe 
has made Fools of Three, or Four; main 3 * 


Tally. The Devil. 

Fain. Starts, ] Mercy o' me! Where, zir? Dud yow 
zee any Thing, my Lord? 

"Tall. No, no, I was ny ſurpriʒ d. Curfedly 


Fain. Surpriz'd ! be meſs, the Devil wou'd fi 
ony Man, and tho' he were the Parſon o'the Pariſh. 
Tally. But has ſhe had ſo many Lovers, ſay yon? 
Fain. Oh, a mort, Zir, a mort: But I can tell yow 
one thing ; ſhe likes yow woundy well. | 
Talh. Ay | How doft thou know that, my Boy? 
Fain. Why, our Mary knows all her Heart, mun, an 


cou'd tell yow, yowr Buſineſs might 200n be done, 221 ; 
my Lord, 1 wou'd zay. 
Tally. Ay ! How, prithee ? 
Fain. Bat won't yow be falſe-hearted now, and tell 2 
Tally. What, againſt myſelf ? No, no, there's no dan- 
ger of that. Beſides, I hope you don't think I wou'd 
ſo ungenerous to you |! 
- Fain. Nay, as for that, —— Fam but a Servant; an 
one Place won't do, another woll, for that Matter. Now 
1 going to tell your Lordſhip, is none 0'my — 
neis, 


i 


= 
* 
- 
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- els; as one may 2ay ; but it wou'd make' a-body mad 


to zee a Woman flounze about the Houſe, like a Dog in a 
-Ducking-Pond. Now, — an ſhe had a Huſband, 
He, he, he, he] why me-ha „he me: haps, 

J zay, he might ind tae ſomewhat elſe to do, vemetimei. 

Yow underſtand me, Zir. 


. Talh. Yes, yes, very well, Faß: 12 111 had her once 


| rd make her turn over à new Leaf. 


Fun. That I dare ſwear. Laſſde.] Why, that was my 
very Thought now. with  yow had her, Zir ; but 
You'l find it a knotty Piece of Work, let me but cell you 
that; ſhe deals as ſcurvily with her Sweet-hearts, one Way, 
as with her Servants another; and, I Cod, I ha' found her 
Fingers ſlip-ſap, this a-way, and that a-way, like a Flail 
_— a Wheat-ſheaf. 
- [Flinging out his Arms, and hits Tally 2 Slap on the. Face. 
Tally. A Pox of your Similies. ” Lack. 
Fain. Odſave me! Dud 1 — yow, Zir ; | * 
Tah. Oh, no Matter, F Sg ON—— 


Faiz. I hope your Lor | Worlip will forgive me, 


Zir; 1 meant no NN — OT Zir.— But as I was 
zaying. Miſtreſs will give you the Dog to hold, and 
do no give her ſomewhat.  - 
Tally. Think'f thou ſo, Fefery? Why, what wou · dſt 
thou have me do? 
Fain. Don't yow know that without telling? There 


* is ſomewhat to be done, Zir, beſde the Parſon, or yo.] 
may dangle after her till Doom's Day, to no more Pur- 
Her t'o- 


poſe, than to winnow Corn without a Wind. 
ther Huſband dudn't get her with Compliments, my Lord. 
 »Tally. No! | 
Fain. No, no! He had bend in Treland, and knew bet- 
ter Thin Mun. 
' Tall. Has, ha, ha, ha! Are we thought t6 have arpar- 
ticular Method to gain the Women, Jeffery? For I am 
of that Country, you muſt know. 
Fain. Are you zo, my Lord: Nay, then, and all be 
true they zay o yowr Country-Men, one need not tell 
you which End to begin your Work at. 
15 Tal Ha ! Is the to be won that Way? I thank you 


4 COMEDY. 49 
for the Hint... II find thou art a Lad of Parts; and when 


I am thy Maſter, I'll have thee taught to Shave, and make 
thee my Valet de Chambre. | 


Fain. I ſhall Shave you, I believe, before I have done 


with you. With what Aſſurance the Rogue talks. [a/14e. 
J ſhall be main Thankful to your Lordſhip, an yow do, 
Zir; When wol yow come to our Houſe agen? y 

Tally. This Evening,. What is the beſt Time ed find 
her alone? | 

Fain. Be meſs, I known't that; but an yow find her 
alone, I'll take Care, Nobody ſhail diſturb yow, an 
yow7ll put it home to her. 

Tally. Wo't thou ! Egad, there's a Guinea for thee to 
drink my Health, then. Never fear, I warrant thee, 
Boy, I'll have her. 3 

Fain. Ha, ha, ha! How Generous the Rogue is: Well, 
J hope by this Stratagem to give her a Diſguſt to his pre- 
tended Lordſhip ; at leaſt, I ſhall prove, if ſhe has any 
thing valuable, beſides her Money. 

To Talk of Vertue, is the Womens Pride ; | 

But they give Proofs on't, coho reſiſt, rohen try'd. [Exit, 


Enter Sir Join, /olus. 


HIS is the Houſe ! Oh! for an Art te 
make my ſelf Inviſible ! 4 | 
\ [ Knocks, the Porter opens the Deer. 
Port. Who would you ipeak with, Sir ? 
Sir Jahn. With your young Lady, Friend. 

Por. I wonder you'll be ſo troubleſome, Sir, I told you 
before, I would not diſobey my Orders. [ He fers Money. 
—— I' have none of your Money, Sir, I'm not to 
brib'd to betray my Truſt, I'd have you to know that. 

Sir John. Then you muſt be kick'd out of it, Sir. 

[Pulli him ort, gives him a Kick, enters, and ſhuts 
the Door. 

Par. Murder! Thieves! Murder! This is a ter- 
rible Fellow. For my Part I'll never hinder him going in 
again. And now he is in, I with 1 had taken the Mo- 
ney. He has ſhut the Door, and the Devil take them 
that open it, for Dick, Exit. 

40 B The 
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Ve SCENE changes to the Infide of the Houſe,” 


OL1via and Sir Jonx meeting. 


is that ? Ah! Freeman! 
[ Half fainting ; he catches her. 

Sir John. My Life ! my Soul! Am I become ſo hateful 
to thee, that thou can'ſt not bear my Sight ? | 
Oliv. How ill doſt thou interpret my Surprize ? 

The unexpected Joy of ſeeing thee, i 
When no one Means ſupply'd me with a Hope, 
To tell thee, —— That to Morrow, 

Sir Fohn. Thou art to be my Siſter. 

Oliv. Blaſt the Name 

Sir John. Periſh my Brother firſt. If thou art true, 
If thy Heart has not conſented. 

Oliv. To him nor any, but thyſelf. 

Sir Fobn. Then not all the Brothers upon Earth ſhal 
take thee from me. Mrs. Heed!e/s readily comply'd with 
your Requeſt, and I have ſent Louiſa thither. 

Oliv. Alas! I fear that Lady's come too late. 

The Time's ſo ſhort, the Plot cannot ſucceed ! 

Sir John. Dolt thou think ſo ? Yet wilt thou ſtay, and 
facrifice thyſelf and me ? Conſent to fly with me, now, 
whilſt Sir Philip is abroad. | 

Oliv. But whither ſhall we fly? 

Sir John. Where Love directs us. 

Oliv. I could, methinks, run any Riſque with thee ; 
and thou perhaps, wouldſt do the ſame with me. Now in 
the Summer of our Love, little Cares would not offend us; 
But when the Glowing of the Paſſion's over, and pinching 
Cold of Winter follows, will amorous Sighs ſupply the 
Want of Fire? Or kind Looks and Kiſſes keep off Hunger? 

Sir Fobn. I think they would. But Love ne'er reaſons 
thus, Ol/iria. I fear my Brother's gawdy Train, has 
rais'd this Picture of Deſpair. He, he, has my Eltate ! 
Dare I, ſtript as I am, pretend to vye with him ? I, who 
live upon his Bounty! Bounty ! damn the Word! Live 
on a younger Brother's Bounty, and ſee him wed the 
Woman I adore ! — That Thought will hurry me to 
Madnets ! | Oliv. 


Olivia. D* ! Will! Fokn ! What Noiſe of Murder 
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Oliv. You wrong my Love, and I ſhould chide you 
for it, were our Condition happier. But to ſhew you I 
am a Lover-errant, conſider what Trade you can take 
for a Livelihood. For my Part I can make Purſes by | 
Day, and ſing Ballads by Night. Now, if you can grind 
Knives, or turn Tinker, I'm yours, S* * 
* |[Slapping her Hand into his, 
Sir 7obn. Fortune can never caſt us fo low. She owes 
thy Vertues more; methinks, this Dawn of Mirth, por- 
tends a joyful Day. Haſte then my Faireſt : Let us leave 
this Place, that we may gain Time, at leaſt, to work 
E:uiſa's Purpoſe. f 
Olio. Pl only fetch a few Jewels ; a ſure Relief in 
Time of Need [Goes to the Door, ftarts, aud runs back. 
Undone for ever! my Father is coming up ! | 
e Miſchievous Accident! What ſhall we 
do? Humph : [ Pauſes.] J have it. Run you to your 
Chamber, my Angel, and when you hear a Noiſe, come 
forth, and wonder. [Exit Oliva. Sir John /es down 
| on a Couch, and pulls his Hat gver his Eyes. 
| Enter Sir PHilie. 
Sir Jobn. Thus to be circled, thus to be embrac'd! Oh x 
that I could hold thee for ever | 
Sir Philip. Ha! What's this of embracing and holding 
for ever ? 
Sir Jobn. The Curtain's drawn, and fee ! She's here: 
again 
Sir Phil. She's here ! Who's here? What is the 
Meaning of this ? 
Sir z. Focaſta ! Ha! What fall'n aſleep ſo ſoon ? 
Sir Philip. Focaſia! Who is Focaſta? What in the 
Name of Vengeance have we here ? 
Sir John. How fares my Love 7 
Sir Phil. Nay, who the Devil knows? 
Sir Jobn. Ha! Lightening blaſt me ! Thunder rivet 
me for ever to Promotbheus-Rock, and Vultures gnaw out 


my inceſtuous Heart 


Sir IH. With all my Soul. 

Sir John. By all the Gods, it is my Mother Merope ! 

Sir Phil, Merope! Who. in the Devil's Name, is the ?-- 
8 E. 2 OQuns! 
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Ouns ! Where are all my Raſcals? Now will I be hang'd 
if here isn't a Pack of Strollers got into my Houſe. Why, 
Rogues ! Villains! Where are you all ? Who have you 
let in, Raſcals ? Euter too or three Servants. 

1 Serv. We let in Nobody, Sir, not we. 

Sir . My Sword. — A Dagger. — Ha! who 
waits there ? i 

Sir Phil. Go look 
24 Ser. O Lord! No- body, no- body at all, Sir. Fly, 
Maſter, fly! It is a Madman, to be ſure 

1/t Serv. Come away, Sir, come away ! He'll certainly 
kill us. [Exeunt Servants. 

Sir Phi]. The Devil go with you all. | 

Sir John. [riſing.] Moſt triumphant Michief 
And now, whilſt thus I ftalk about the Room, 

I challenge Fate to find another Wretch 
Like Oedipus ! 

Sir Phil. Oedipus ! Juſt as I thought; Strollers ! neither 
better nor worſe. But how the Devil they got into my 
Houſe, that's the Queſtion ? 

Sir John. Horror! Death! Confuſion ! Hell ! and 

Furies | | 
Where am I ? 5 

Sir Phil. Where you ſhan't be long, I promiſe you. 
Ouns, tis that beggarly Badge of Quality, Sir Jabs 
Freeman ! 

Sir John. Oh, my Focafta ! 
Let me hold thee thus, thus to to my Boſom, 
Ages let me hold thee ! | To | 
[Runs and catches Sir Philip in his Arms, 

Sir Pil. Murder, Murder! S'Death ! the Rogue will 

ſqueeze my Guts out. 
kar Ont via. it: | 

Oliv. Bleſs me! What is the Matter, Sir: Ha! Sir 
Jahn! | 
Sir Phil. How you ſtare, Miſtreſs ! You did not 
know that he was here ! No, not you. —— You was 
not to have been an Actor in this Droll, I warrant. 


O, iv. Not I, indeed, Sir. I heard you cry out, and 


came to know the Cauſe. 
| Enter 
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Enter Foo TME. 5 

1/7 Foot. What is the Matter, Sir? 
Sir Phil. T'll tell you, Raſcals, by-and-by. 
Sir Fobn. Gentlemen, you are very welcome to ſtay: 
and fee the Play; but I muſt beg it may be on the other: 
fide the Houſe. You'll crowd the Scenes ſo much,. that: 
the Actors can't enter. 

Sir Philip. The Actors! What Actors, Sir? —— Ouns: 
do you think I am to be droll'd out of my Daughter ?:---- 
I thought I had forbid you my Houſe ? 

Sir John. Piſh, piſh ; you are out, Sir; confoundedly 
out———Hark-ye ! Did you ever rehearſe this Part, Sir ? 

Sir Phil. S' Death he'll make me Mad II ſhall: make: 
my Part good with you, I fancy. Fetch me a Conſtable. 

Sir Fohn. Out again ! — Conſtable ! Why, there is 
not ſuch a Word in the whole Play. A Conſtable! Why, 
they never heard of ſuch a Thing in Thebes / 

Oliv. Alas, Sir! don't you perceive his Brains is turn'd > 

Sir Phil. His Brain! If he had had any Brains, he had: 
not Joſt his Eſtate. 

Sir Fobn. If I had had your Conſcience, I ſliould _ 

[a/ide.. 

Sir Phil. [ Pulling off bis Hat.] Sir, will you be pleas'd: 
to walk out of my Houſe. 

Sir # abn. Look-ye, Sir, if you ſtudy your Part no het - 
ter, I'll forfeit you, "by Fujiter. —— Hold, hold, hold . 
Ad's, Heart, Madam ! You entered to ſoon. Oh, thunls: 
of ſomething to defer this Marriage but for a Day. 

aſide to Olivia. 

Sir Phil. What a Vengeange are you whiſpering ?: ha * 

Sir Fohn. Why, was that your Cue now * If you: 
don't mind your Cues, you can never make an Actor, 
Sir Here, Sir! here's a Woman for you, who never- 
trod the Stage before, yet I'll be bold to ſay, that ſhe'lh 
ſurprize you. Come! hold up your Head, my Dear--- 
Mind your Buſineſs, -&—Enter boldly, and when. you Exit, 
Exit ——nimbly-Thus—— [E/t 

Oliv. I wiſh I could Exit with thee; Cade. 

Sir Phil. Stark Mad This comes of ſticking to Prin- 
Giples! I have known Principle ſtarve Five hundred. Fools ;; 
but neverknew it feed one Wiſe Man yet, E 3 Ota. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


the Wickedneſs of this Age! Ah! Tim! Tim, Watchit ! 


% 
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Oliv. It will never ſtarve you, I'm ſure. 24 
Sir Phil. I'm glad he's gone. Come, come, dry up 
vour Tears, and think of him no more. A Coach with 
Six before, and Six behind, with a pretty Fellow in the 
middle, will make Amends for Beggary and Madneſs. 
Enter NED FREEMAN. 
Here's Mr. Freeman ! Leave your Sniveling, and mind 
your Obedience, I command you. | 
Oi. Souls know no Command, tho' Bodies do. 
Ned. I deny that Poſition ! I'm all yours 
and ev ry Part. 
Command me, Madam, now ; and try your Pow'r. 
Oli. I ſhall be then, to ſee thy Face no more. (Exit. 
Ned. A very extraordinary Wife, I'm like to have, 
truly |! _——- Very fingular in her Manners, Faith ! 
Sir Phi}. Oh, never mind what a Woman ſays or 


in a/}, 


does before Marriage. She'll be gentler after. 


Ned. That's doubtful ; for I can't perceive her to have 
the leaſt Inclination for me. 

Sir Phil. Piſh, piſh; when you have been Married a 
Night or 'Two, you'll tell me another Story, Mr. Freeman. 
Her Mother was thus before her. | 


Ned. I wiſh it may prove ſo, Sir Philip: 
For who by Force the Courted Bliſs receives, 
Ne'er taſtes that Foy the willing Fair-One gives. 
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ACT w. 


SCENE Matebit's Houſe, 


WaTcnir, las. 


Wat. AS ever Man ſo Cheated, Chous'd, and 

Cuckolded, as I am? By a Prieſt too, a Pox 
of his Sanity ! Well, this was an admirable Contrivance. 
Little did ſhe think who was her Ghoſtly Father. Ah! 


all 
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all thy Care is vain. Zounds ! why did I grope for what 
I fear'd to find? I was but a Cuckold in Conceit before?! 
now ev'ry Fool will hang his Hat upon my Horns ! Ob; 

that I had her in Spain / I'd Spitch-cock her, like an Eel. 
---- But juſt Revenge is counted Murder, in our Country ; 
and a Man muſt be hang'd for doing himſelf Juſtice. —— 
This Prieſt muſt be a Conjurer ! he muſt have ſome 
Charm to make me fleep ſound ; or, he never cou'd have 
come to Bed, and I not hear him. Nay, ſhe ſays ev'cy 
Door in the Houſe flies open as ſoon as he approaches. 

Theſe are fine holy Guides, truly; no wonder 
there are ſo many Female Proſelytes, when the Prieſts take 
ſo much Pams to convert em. Which way ſhall I be 
reveng'd of this Cuckold-making Dog? (Pauſes) ---- No, 
that won't do. Ay, it muſt be ſo —— 
| (Goes to the Scene, and calls, 
. Pud, Why Pud, where are you, Pudſey ? | 
Enter Mrs, W ATCHIT. 

Mrs. Wat. Did you call, Snub? 8 

Wat. Snub ! how many Names muſt I have, ha? Suns 
Pray who taught you that Name, Wife? 

Mrs. Wat. Taught me! Why, do you think I don't 
know how to put four Letters together? | 

Wat. Ay, the Prieſt has taught her the Art of Coup- 
ling ! Pox take him for't. | L da 

Mrs. Wat. But what did you. call me for ? | 

Wat. To tell you. that ſome Affairs oblige me to go out 
of Town to Night; and that you muſt not take it ill, if I 
lock you into. the Houſe, that Nobody may come in or 
out, till I come back. 0 

Mrs. Wat. Ay, into my Chamber if you pleaſe ; I be- 
gin to Reliſh my Confinement very well But may it 
nat be dangerous to Travel ſo late? | 

Wat. For her Ghoſtly Father, it may, if I catch him. 
— No, no, not at all. Go, get you to your Cham- 


r, Fud, I'll follow you; perhaps I may take a Nap 
before I go. | 


Mrs. Wat. I wiſh. it might be your laſt. —— Zzcy ſhall 
give Mr. Freeman Notice of this lucky Opportunity. [de.] 


Well, as you pleaſe, Szub: I'm all Obedience, [Exit. 
+ | Har. 
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Mat. If you were, Suu, I ſhould be too Happy, Ah 
$he is a delicious Bit! a tempting Morſel. Ah! theſe 
Prieſts! theſe pamper'd Prieſts ! What wou'd become of 
good old Engliſß Property, had they once Footing here 
again? S'death, what had I to do with Beauty? What 
Buſineſs had I for a Wife, a handſome Wife? Of all 


| Men living, I'm the moſt unqualify'd for a Huſband ! Huſ- 
| bands ſhou'd be kind, ſociable, courteous, gentle, loving, 


blind Animals? if they are ſo bewitch'd to pitch on Beauty. 
For He whoever weds a handſome Wife, | 
Engroſſes all the Plagues of human Life. Exit. 


SCENE changes to Mrs. Heedleſs's Houſe. 
She enters on one Side, and F A1N WEL L an the other.. 


Fain. UD yow call, forſooth, Madam? 

Mid. Fy, ty, Fefery, will you always be 
this itupid Wretch, notwithſtanding all the Pains I take 
with you? Is not Madam, as ſoon, and as eaſily pro- 
nounc'd as Forſooth ? 

Fain. Ay, every whit, d'ye zee, an I cou'd but hit 
on't ; but my Memory is ſhort, an yow hare a-body 20, 
that yow fright it out of one's Head Madam. | 
Mid. Hare you, quotha l I'm ſure you Craze me. You 

debave yourſelf ſo awkardly before Strangers, they will 
believe, perhaps, that I don't underſtand better. When 
Fm alone, I don't care: Nay, ſometimes your Blunders. 
conduce to my Pleaſure. | 

Fain. I cou'd find a way more conducive to her Pleaſure, 
if ſhe'd give me leave. [afiae. 

Enter JuD1Tmn and SAM. | | 

Jud. There's Miſtreſs ; An yow mun git her yowrzelf ;: 
gi't her, an yo.] wol, [Exit. 
Sam. My Maſter, Madam, gives his humble Service to 
you, and begs the Favour of an Anſwer. {Gives her a Letter, 

Mid. I admire your Maſter will give himſelf and me 
this Trouble, when I have ſo often aſſur'd him *tis to no: 
Purpoſe. | [Opens the Letter, and looks over it; 

Sam. Sure, I have ſeen your Face before, Brother. 

Fain. Ma hap, yow may, Friend, and ma-hap, yo.] 
mayn't. | | am. 


Sam. Are'n't you Glourefterſhire ? 

Fain. Yes, I am. —— I won't deny my Country. 

Sam. Is not your Name Cramplin? 

Fain. Ay, marry, is it; be meſs, I ſhou'd know yow 
too | | | 
Sam, Honeſt Feffery Crumplin ! I'm glad to ſee thee. 


[Kiſſes Bim. 


Fain. P'\haw ! I dan't like this ſame ſlabbering Vaſhion. 
But, pray, what may one call yow? I know 
you'r Face. ----Ah. ---- CY 
Sam. My Face! Why I can't be alter'd in Six or Seven 
Years, ſure! my Name is Sry! 


Fain. Odd fa' me! Sam Sl! gi me thy Hond, (Shakes 


bim by the Hand.) Well, an how ! an how have yow dane, 
Sam, e'er ſen we us'd to break one another's Heads at 
Cudgels, ha? They told me you was gon over Seas. 

Sam. I han't been in England above Six Weeks. 

Fain. Say you zo ! good lack! Well, an have yo. bin 
in Glouceſterſhire ? 

Sam. Yes, I came from thence but t'other Day; I live 
with Mr. Worthy. = 

Fain. What, Maſter Worthy of Warthy-Hall ? 

Sam, The ſame. 


Fain. Odd, yow had rare Luck, hark-ye, to light on 


20 hrave a Place. Well and dud yow zee our Volk? 
how do Vather, and Mother, and Siſters? Ha? 
Sam. All well, and brisk, Fefery. 
Fain. Odd, Maſter Worthy is a main honeſt Mon. 
Sam. As lives by Bread, and as well beloy'd. 
Mid Ha ! theſe two Fellows are acquainted, I find. 


| ( 
Sam. They would have my Maſter. Set up for Parlia · 
ment-Man. + 
Fain. I wiſh he were qualify'd for it. (de.) An he 


does I'm zure he'll carry't : An Mr. Worthy comes to rule 


the Roaſt, we ſhall zee better Times, I'm perſuaded. — 
Well beſure I'm huge glad to zee yow, Sam. Where 
may a body zee yow ſome Day to drink a Pot to all our 
Friends in Gl/ouceſterſpire ? ha? I have zome there, I 
believe ; ha ? 


Sam. 
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. —4 I'll call on you ſome Evening, an ſhew you where 
live. | 

Mid. Mr. Worthy writes me word, that he is going to Ja- 
maica, It is only a Pretence. I ſuppoſe. I'll hear what 
his Servant ſays. [de.] Is your Maſter going to travel, 
young Man ? | 
am. Not for his Pleaſure, Madam 

Mid. I did not ſpeak of Pleaſure ; I afk'd you, if he is 
going abroad ? | 

Sam. It is in your Power to ſtop him, I believe, if he is, 
Madam. 

Wid. Still foreign to my Queſtion ! Can't you anſwer 


directly, Friend? | 


Sam. That depends ſo intirely upon your Ladyſhip, 
that it is impoſſible to aniwer you directly. I know he 
has an Uncle dead in Jamaica, that has left him Forty 
Thouſand Pounds; but I alſo know, he is ſo mach in Love 


=m your Ladyſhip, that he does not care Forty Shillings 
for't. | 


Mad. The Fellow's Mad! Not care for Forty Thouſand 
Pounds? Why, the fourth Part on't wou'd purchaſe a 


Barony. 


_ Fain, If I had the Sixth Part of it, Pam ſure thou 
ſhou'dſt never purchaſe me. [aide ] What! is that zame 
Uncle dead, that came over once with a huge fight o 
Blackamoors at*s Tail ? 

Sam, Ay, ay, Feffery! he's dead. 

Fain. Is hezo ? He was mainly rich, chu'd zeem ? 

Wid. You are mainly Impertinent, chu'd ſeem. 
Pray aſk your Country- man here, if he puts in his Verdict, 
when' his Maſter's is talking ? Pray tell Mr. Worthy, 
that I ſhall be at home this Evening; and he may, if he 
— give me the Opportunity of wiſhing him a good 


Voyage. | , 


*. Fain. To the Iſland of Matrimony, or I ſhall make but 


a broken Voyage of it. Lide. 
Sam. I ſhall inform him, Madam. [ Exit. 


Mid. How came you to know this Gentleman, Fefery. 
Fain. Who, Maſter Worthy ? Why every Body knows 


dim in G/oucefter ſhire ;, Vather has work'd for him, = 


| 


| 
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the old *Syire, theſe twenty Year chu'd zeem. He's a 
fine Man, and has no more Pride in him, than I have, 
He keeps a topping Houſe. He has humming March 
Beer, and deadly ſtrong Cyder ; there's rare Doings at 
Curſmas. : 
Mid. What Doings ? | 
Fain, Why he pry open Houſe for all Comers. 
Mid. He ought to be very rich; whoſe Oeconomy is ſa 
rofuſe. | | h 
: Fain. Rich, Quotha ! Nouns, he knows no End of his 


Means; he has a mort o Land! I hz ſeen à Hun, 


at Dinner in the great Hall, one P/ough-Monday'; all his 
own Tenants ; and Maſter was ſo familiar and ſo merry 
wi em, and made him ſo drunk! Lord, what Work 
was there TL | 

Mid. It was a beaſtly Pleaſure; and no Sign of his Fru- 
gality, whatever it may be, of his good Nature. 

Fain, Ah! he is the ſweeteſt natur'd Man in the World. 
Nobody ever ſaw him out of Humour, that ever I could 
hear on: His Vather, indeed, wou'd bawl and make a 
Noiſe, chu'd zeem ; but as for thick ſame Gentleman, he's 
quite another Thing; he is ſo good to the Poor, and ſo 
loving to his Neighbours ; that there's not a Man twenty 
Miles round him, but would run thro' Fire and Water for _ 
him. He is counted a main wiſe Man too; he makes 
no more of a Lawyer, or a Juſtice of the Peace, than, 
than, than, yow do of me, Madam. Nay, it's thought 
by zome Volk, that he is ſo deep Learned, than an he 
wou'd, he cou'd puzzle, even the Parſon o' the Pariſh. 

Mid. That may be; and he no Conjurer neither. He 
ſhall know what a Favourite he is of yours. 

Fain. That he knows already. Lide. 

Mid. Vou ſeem to know him perfectly well. 3 

Fain. I wiſh you knew him as well, ——Madam ! 

Wid. It is pity heis not a Man of Quality ; theſe Qua- 
lifications, tho? I confeſs they are very bright ones, ſignify 


nothing without a Title, Fcfery ! 


Fain, I'm ſure thy Vanity will never intitle thee to the 
Heart of any Man of Senſe. [ afede, 
Wid. Go, get me ſome Tea. | 
8 Fain. 


* 


; * Eo : 
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Fein. Did I not hope to command in my Turn ; I 
ſhow'd not obey ſo readily. Exit. 


— 


Enter Ju D1TH. 

Jud. There's a Lady below, that want's yow, ſhe ſays, 
| Madam. | | 

Mid. Bring her up. This muſt be the Lady, Sir 


1 a Fohn þ mention'd . 


Enter Louis A, with a Letter, 
Lou. Tis from Olivia, Madam. 


[Gives ber the Letter, fhe opens it, and reads, 


Mia. You are welcome, Madam. I'll wait on you 
to that Apartment my Couſin mentions. It is impoſſible 
Mr. Freeman ſhould know it to be any part of my Houſe, 
when he is brought in by the Back-Door; your own Ser- 
vants muſt attend ; 1'll give Orders that none of mine are 
ſeen on that fide of the Houle. © 
Lou. I am extremely obliged to you, Madam. I have 
ſent a Letter to Mr. Freeman, and expect his Return every 
Moment. I'll wait on you, Madam. 
Via. Be pleas'd to walk this way. [Exeunt. 
SCENE draws, Louis A coming forwards, meets FLORA. 
Lou. IS Frederick come back, Fra? 
Flor. Yaw, ye Vrow, an he heb dat Letter gi 
brought. [Gives her a Letter. Exit Flora. 
Lou. What Pleaſure once theſe Letter gave me 
And with what Eagerneſs I broke the Seals 
Then kiſs'd and dwelt upon each poiſon'd, pleaſing Vow ! 
And thought the Perjury all Faithful Love. 
But now ! | 
I fear to read; ſo much his Stile is alter d — 
[Opens the Letter, and reads. 
MADAM! * | | 
AM mit more ſurpriz'd to hear you are in England, 
than that you ſo earneſtly defire to ſee me before I am mar- 
ried. But _ you promiſe it ſhall be the laſt Trouble you'll 
give me of this Kind, I deſign to oblige and wait on you imme- 
diately, ts know your important Buſineſs. I it be to upbraid 
me with paſt Conduft, you muſt expert but a fbort Vifit, ffom 
Your Humble Servant, | 
FREEMAN. 
Lou. 
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Lor. Perfidious Man; well may 'ſt thou not ay, 
To hear thoſe ſolemn Vows repeated ' 

Which thou didſt make fo falſely. 
Der FLORA. | 

Fhra. Here bin Minheer Freeman, ye Vrow. | 

Lou. Shew him up. [Exit Flora, 
Oh! my Heart ! Lie ſtill, thou Flutterer ! 

And aid me all the Cunning Courage of my. Sex! 
Enter FREEMAN. Salutes ber. 

Lou. That cold Salute, is not like my Freeman. | 
You was not wont to kiſs me thus! 

Ned. Faith, Madam, I keep nd Journal of my Plck- 
ſures ; ſo can't recollect how I us'd to behave myſelf. 
[walks about. 
Ton. With what Indifference he regards me? ”.- 
Hold in Reſentment. 22 

Ned. Pray, Madam, what brought you to Exglands 
Tou. Do you aſk'? Why I follow where you lead me. 
Where ſhould I be, but where my Huſband is? 

Ned. Hold. hold, Yowll ſpoil my Aar 
Huſband! ha, ha, ha! Don't you rave, Child! 

Lau. Have you forgot the Promiſes you made me? 

Ned. No, nor what you gave me in Return, neither, 
my Dear. | 

Lon. Did 1005 vou love me, Freeman 7 

Ned. Did not I give thee Proofs of it? How does wy 
Boy do? Ha! I think you muſt lend him me for a Pat- 
tern. You have heard I am going to be married, I find. 

Lou. Yes I've heard ſuch a News, but cannot 
think it true. | [Weeps. 

Ned. I can't help that. Nay, nay, nay, if you are at 
that Sport, good bye t ye. {[Going, foe ffops him. 
Lz. You ſhall not 

Ned. Indeed but l that lt, Madam. — Piſh! prithee werd 
me none of your Tra y-Airs. Let go my Coat. You 
know, T hate to ſes _ cry. +—— To what purpoſe 
are theſe Tears? I thought I gave you a Caution 
of it in my Letter... "(Struggles to get rum her. 

Lou. O do not Rruggle to be gone; but hear me ; my 
Tears will fall; but 1. Ul ſtrive to 42 em. 


Ned, 
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you muſt deliver it in a more entertaining manner, or I'm 
our humble Servant. Again! Humph I imagin'd 
ow *twou'd be. 'S'Death ! what a Fool was I to come 
I hate Upbraidings of this Nature. | 8 
Lou. I ſent not for you to upbraid you. 
I ſee too well I've loſt your Heart. 
May ſhe be happy who enjoys it now. 
Yet ſure your Pity's not extinguiſhed too. 
Not for my Sake, but for your Child's, I hope it ; 
Who, if you relieve him not, muſt periſn 
My Father, fome three Weeks ago, expir'd, 
And left me but a Shilling to ſupport me. 
| No Friend have we on Earth if you are not one. 
Ned. Well ! and cou'd not you have told me this with- 
out Whimpering ?——Pox o'the old Dog! A Shilling !— 
What a Duce ſhall I do with this Heifer and her Calf 
now! She comes very unlucky too at this Time. If Oli. 
| via ſhould hear of her, my Buſineſs will be done there. 
| Lalide.] Send out your Maid, Lauiſa. 
| Lou. Leave the Room; but when I call, do as I di- 
refed. [a/ide.] [Exit Flora. 
ö Ned. [Sitting .]What do you pay for theſe Lodgings ? 
| Zou. The People are related to a Friend of mine in Hol. 
land ; from whom I brought a Letter. I believe they let 


| 2 Lodgings. I would not willingly treſpaſs long upon 


Ned. Well, my Servant ſhall take Lodgings for you. 
[Pulls her on his Knee, and kifſes her.) You Fooliſh Girl 
you, to blubber and ſpeil your Face at this Rate, when you 
| have nothing elſe to truſt to ! [He wipes ber Eyes. ]Þ——So, 
there ! Kiſs me again, you Chit, you. I'll take Care 
of you. I have a Man in my Eye; a Lord too; that is 
very fond too, of your Country-Women, 
Lau. What means my Deareſt. | [Ri/es. 
Ned. To get thee a good Settlement. A Lord's Miſtreſs 
lives as great as his Wife, and is as much reſpected in our 
| Country.-——And thou ſhalt be initiated, according to 
| _ Cuſtom. | 
| Lu. Monſtrous, filthy Cuſtom ! | 
Indeed, my Freeman, 1'll be only thine : For 


Nu. Do ſo ; for if you have any thing to ſay to me, 
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For after thee, I ne'er ean love another. | 

Ned. Piſh, piſh; Yes, yes, a hundred, I warrant the- 

Lou. Unkind, and cruel! ! Can Hlove——— 

Ned. Well, well, as to Love, that's not eſſential to a- 
Miſtreſs : Provided the Gallant has your Perſon, you may 
diſpoſe as you think fit of your Inclination. 

Lon. Sometimes to ſee my Freeman's all I wiſh: | 

Ned. Well, well, you ſhall fee me; but we muſt ma. 
nage that Point with Prudence: There maſt be a Decorum 
obſerved at home. For if it ſhould reach my Wife's Ear, it 
wou'd prevent my ſeeing you at all. Ah, Louiſa ? 

J wiſh the Lady I'm to marry, lov'd me as well as thou. 
doſt. | \ 

Lov. T hope ſhe does. | 

Ned. No, faith, ſhe ſays ſhe hates me; ſo that, for ought: 

I know, thou'rt in a fair Way to be revenged of me. 

Jou. I wiſh it not, nor would I ſeek Revenge on thee, 
more than on my own Heart. Flora! [Goes to the Scene, 
and calls] You muſt drink tomething with me. 

Enter Flora, evith two Glaſſes of Wine on a Salver. 
Lou. Come, here's to your future Happineſs 
Ned. T'll pledge that generous Toaſt, and kiſs thee ſor't. 
Why this is as it ſhould be now. Kies ber.] If Wo- 
men underſtood their own Intereſt, they d find us leſs pre: 
red to reſiſt the Force of their good Humour, than alk 
Artillery of Tears and Ranting |! Egad ! me- 
thinks thou art as handſome now, as when I firſt enjoy d 
; -thee : Lips, as ſoft, and panting Breaſt as hard as ever !--- l 
Oh, you are a tempting Baggage; [Embracing ber. MM 
What if we ſhould try to get a Girl to our Boy, Louiſa? s 


s L. What! Sin a- new, e er we have repented of the paſt ? 
0 Ned. Sin, You filly Jade! Come, come, we'll repent once 
| forall, my Derr. 1. [Pulling dove. 


Zou. It muſt be quickly then. Or life will be too 


a ſhort to do it! 

5 Ned. What ſay'ſt thou? 

gd Loa. Forgive me, Freemen ! thou art poiſoned. | 

i [Falls on ber Knees. 
Lu. Ha!——Dye thou then, from whoſe Hand I took 

4 it! [Draws and runs at Flora, 


11 Flora. 


Guſt of Pleaſure, than other take rich Cordials, 
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Flora. [Shrieking] Ha! iek hab nit dat gedan,M ynheer. 
| [Louiſa riſes, and runs bettuern the Maid and him. 
Lou. O ſpare the Maid, who aQed by my Order, 
And turn the Point on me the-ſole Aggreſſor. | 
I hadno other Way to keep thee mine. | 
Ned. Am I then caught! poifon'd ! .— What [ Die 
11 Death of Rats! Confuſion! Murdered = ood 
hore !- by 
Lu. No, I'm thy Wife, thou vile DetraQor ! 
Thou wou'dſt have made me that deteſted Thing ! — 
Shame on thy Project to expoſe thy Wife 
Ned. Wife! name that no more, I charge thee, 
Leſt I forget thy Sex, and ſpurn thee from me 
ou. Not name it? Yes, I will, whilſt Living, name it. 
Call Heaven to Mind, who witneſs d to your Vows S; 
By whom you ſwore when firſt our Faiths were plighted. 
It was by yon All-ſeeing Power above, 
At whoſe Tribunal we ſhall ſoon a 
Death ſummons now our trembling Souls to Trial; 
Stript of Excuſes, Cuſtom, and Evaſion ; 
This guilty Deed of mine will fall to thee. 
There, there, our Marriage Contract is recorded 
'There is a Judge from whom you can't appeal: 
Your jury can't be brib'd to fave you : © 
Your caſting Witneſs is your broken Vows ! 
Ned. Methinks her Words pierce like a Dagger, thro? 
me, 
And more than ever, now I wiſh to live.—— 
Repair thy Fault, and call Phyſicians hither. [Flora. 
Lau. Call the kind Phyſician of the Soul, 7 11 24 


. Thy Body can receive no help from Art. 


The Poifon is too ſtrong, 't'admit of Antidotes, - 5 
Ned. Then Heav'n have Mercy on my . LLreels. 
O my Leuiſa ! canſt thou torgive me? ; on. 
O could Revenge, the blackeſt Fiend in Hell, ; 00h; 
Shroud itſelf beneath that Angel's Form? 
Lov. CalPt not Revenge, but Love. Be Witneſs, 
_ Heav'n... 
I]. drank the healing Draught, with greater, ſt 


_ 
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To lengthen fleeting Life, which I d 1 
Since in fair Fame I could not live thy 

My only With was, we might dye together. 
Oh ! my Heart 

Ned. The Poiſon works ! I feel it too in mine ! 
Oh ! might I live to make thee Satisfaction 

Lou: And wou'dſt thou do it? wou'dſt. thou marry me? 

Ned. As willingly as I did ever promiſe thee. 

Lou. My Soul revives at thy returning Vertue,, 

Only to bear the Rack of deep Deſpair. 
Now, now, I do repent the deſperate Deed, 

And wiſh my Freeman's Life a longer Date. 

I ſhou'd have trod the Paths of Death alone ! 

But *twill not be A few ſhort. Minutes hence- 

We both ſhall be no more ! 

- Ned. Oh! Shock of Nature ! Bitterneſs of Thought!” 
O whither am I going? 
Haſte ! Let the Holy Man be call'd J. 

And 'tis moſt fit a Lawyer too be ſent for: 
Something I muſt adjuſt before I go. 
And then, oh! World, farewell! ; 

Loz.. Haſte Flors, and. obey. | oe Elora. 

Ned. I feel a ſtrange Diſorder in my Brain * 
My Heart beats faſt too, and my Spirits flutter! 

My boiling Blood runs ſwiftly thro' my Veins, . 
In haſte to Man the laſt Retreat of Lite ! 
Oh! Loauiſa l wou'd I had married thee——- 

Lu. Do it now, "Twill wipe off many Sins bonn ches. 
When we appear in t'other World together 
The vertuous Act may plead my Pardon too. 

If thou canſt but forgive the Raſnneſs of my Love. 
Again, upon my Knees I aſk it. 
Ned. As willingly as I would be forgiven, 
A ſudden Faintneſs ſeizes me all over: . 
I will be thine, if Life will laſt ſo long. 

Lou. Bleſt Sound. Come lean on me. 
II lead thee to my Bed. 

Where we will reſt, and wait the holy Man. 

The Bridal Bed, from whence we both A riſe, 

* of Scandal, to ſubſtantial * [Ereumt: 
SCENT. 
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SCENE changes to WaTrentTs Huaſe. 


Mrs. Wr GAA in a Night-dreſs en 4 Couch. 


Mrs. Wat. Wonder what carries my Huſband out of 
| Town fo late ! But no Matter; it gives me 
an * to fee [r7eeman, who I know will be here 
as ſoon ae Lucy has given the Signal. Ha ! ſure 1 
heard the Door go. . 
: Ser VWarezisr. 

Wat. I have anlzckily forgot my Powder- horn; and how 
I ſhall find it in the Dark, I can't tell. I don't care 
to diſturb the F amily for a Candle. 

Mrs. Wat. He is here already. Oh, the dear impa- 
tient Man !-.--Blefs me, Lucy, why did you let him come 
ſo ſoon ? I don” t think your ane | is got out of the Street 
"; Wat. How's this? Cale. 

Mrs. Wat. And if he ſhould take it in his Head to come 
back, I ſhould be terrible frighted. - 

Wat. Ounds! I'm T hunder- ſtruek ! this Dog of a 
Fryar is here already and of Lucy's bringing, Oh the 


Jade ! Ad's-heart! I might have waited without Doors 
till Dooms-day. 


Mrs. Wat. Diſtraction! What have I ſaid ? = is 
my Huſband's Voice ; what will become of me now ? ide. 
Wat. Here needs no Conjuration. My Turtle ſeems 
willing enough to coo with him; and is only afraid 1 
ſhould return to ſpoil the Sport. Oh the Strumpet ! But 
let me hear what this Rogue anſwers. Which Way will 
the get off now, I wonder ? ode. 
Mrs. Nat. I have — wget off, but by going 


| on. [e.] Well JIaq tells me you are the wee dextrous 


Fellow at this Buſineſs. ———— 

Wat. Buſineſs ! What are they come to Buſineſs, al- 
ready ? 
Mrs. Wat. I know not why; but methinks, I'm half 
afraid to venture on a Stranger. 

Wat. A Stranger? What, then this is a new Rogue? 
Ounds ! I ſhail be cuckolded by Church and State. 


Mrs. Wat. How now ! What do you mean ? You won't 
come to Bed to me, ſure ? Wat. 
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©; * 


Wat. You take it. very in if he don't oa. 14 
har't Patiefce to hear it but. | 
Mrs, Wat. O Gemini! hat do you do 2—— - Now 


days fon be fo rade? 
at. There's 2 Queſtion to aſk 4 Man doc be has 
brought into her Bed- chamber. a 

Mrs. Wat. Tf my Huſband * come. 


Wat. As he really is 
Mrs. Wat. If he ſhould catch y 
Wet. As He moſt ſurely will, ag TY 1 
Mrs. War. Nay, nay; indeed, and indeed, but I won't. 
Mat. Indeed, and indeed, but you will. This is a 
thorough-pac'd Cuckold- making Dog Ho ſoſti the 
Villain whiſpers II can't be: one Word he ay. 
Mrs. Wat. What gave you the Aſſurance to imagine, Ia 
cuckold my Huſband, who is the beſt of Huſhands? 
Wat. "That's a Lye. 
Mrs. Vat. Let me go, will you? I proet Til em out, 
Wat. That's another Lye | 
Mrs. War. Nay ; Lord ! 'Piſh; don u. — 
What do you do? 
Speaks as if ſhe was rug ling with ky 
Mat. Den 1 1 FOI and — myſelf feed 
ed !——A' Light! a Light, there! Thieves, Third; 


A Light, a Light | 4 
e rifes haſtily, He pulls, out: a Piſtab 
Mrs. Nat. Ah, MI rs What Noiſe is that? Why 
Lacy, Lucy! Thieves,. Thieves! A Hu a Ligh Light ! [ 
gropes about, and” lays . bold on his P Kl.] kieyes, — 
a Piſtol ! Murder” Murder! Oh A my Life, and I'M 
lead you to all the Money, Plate, and F in the 
Houle. Oh, oh, oh 4 N . 
| Enter Lucy with a Light. | 
Mrs. Wat. Mumphs ! Oh, fave me, fave me! + 
(Flies about bis Neck. 
Mat. Off, thou foul Adultreſs } Don t think to wages 
me, till your lewd Paramour eſca pes 
1 Sratches the Candle, — * * 
Lag: Bleſs me, Madam ! [| Maſter looks as if be:would 
eat a- Body! What was all this Outcry for ? | 


Mrs, 


nn 
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| LETTING Fry (afide to Lucy. 
. hare 


ou hid this Rogue of your provid- 


| ing, Hu ? Ha? 
of my providing 7 what do. you mean, Sir? 
Mrs. Wat. Nay, nay, don't ſtand prating ;. but call 1 
the Servants to aſſiſt your Maſter. Don't, dear Mumps, 
don't be too venturſome. The Thieves have Piſtols, and 


may kill thee. 


Wat. May they ſo | A Pox o' your Sneer. ---- Now 
does ſhe look as if ſhe knew not a Word of the Matter. 

Mrs, Wat. I hope to prevent your knowing one Word 
of the Matter, that's my Comfort. de. 

_ Eney. Why, what ſhould ſhe know, Sir ? 

Wat. Go look, Mrs Pander. 

Mrs. Wat. I'm ſure, 1 know nothing, but that I was 
wak'd with. the Cry of Thieves, Thieves! If it was a 
falſe Alarm, ſo much the better: It did me Service, 34 
ever, for it wak d me out of a Dream, that frighted me 
as bad as the Noiſe did. | 

Wat. A Dream! Why, what was you. dreaming on, 

Ls 
V Mes. War. Why, methought Lucy had brought me a 
Corn-cutter, a great, fat, clumſey, black Fellow ; but 
the moſt dextrous Fellow in the World, ſhe told me, at 
that Buſineſs. 

Wat. (afide.) Ha! I remember dextrous 1 was one of the 
— ipoke, Perhaps it might be nothing but A 


Mrs. Wat. And the impudent ly Vimin, methou hi. 
would” have come to bed to. 3 was Aru gglin — 
him in my Sleep, and vowed I'd cry out juſt as 1 
wak'd me. 

Mat. Say ſt thou fo Pad / And was all this ſplutter about 
a2 Corn- cutter ? _—— Why then, to tell. thee the Truth, 
thou didſt cry out, and I thinking Thieves were got into 
the Houſe, cry'd out too; for I never dream't of thy talk- 


ing in. thy Sleep, Child. I don't. remember ever ta 
have heard thee before. 


Lich. So have I, an hundred times, but you ſnore ſo 
loud, that nobody's Noiſe can bs Nun 
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=—— This Corn- cutter has put the Corn-maker out of his 
Head. I ſmell the Plot already. (Aar. 

Mrs. Wat. (aſide.) It takes, as 1 could man Sue 
where was Freeman, | Lucy ? | Pe e DH 

Lucy. Gone out, Madam. © bel, 

Mrs. Mat. (afide,) 'T'was jucky d chat Be v was. — , 
Mumps! I know what you thought. * © 

Lucy. Ay, Madam, he thought you had got a Gallant 
through the Key-hole. Had I a Huſband of | Maſter's | 
Temper, I'd fit him, I warrant him, He ſhould not be | 
jealous of me for nothing. | = 

Wat. That I dare ſwear, - 5 

Lucy, As you-are of my Lady. She m a confoblihls 
Life, has ſhe not? to have you vex and teaze, and break 
her Reſt for nothing. 

Wat. Take care 1 don't break your Head for fomethi 

Lucy. I care not if you do. I will fpeak. Vou 0 
not uſt my Lady worſe, if ſhe had Cuckolded you. 
You are like ſome litigious Farmers, who Pound their 
Neighbours Cattle for a Treſpaſs, tho' y have more 
Ground, than they can ſtock themſelves. 

Mat. Huſſey l Yau have Stock for the whole Parith 
Get out of my Sight, or IU break your Neck down 
Stairs. =o jv 

Mrs. Wat. Excellent Wench! (age Ey . how 
you- talk to your | Maſter ? I affure/yow T ſhalt diſchargs 
you my Serviee, if you don't behave yourſelf better. | 

Lacy. J ſhall get another, I hope, if you do? Don't 
think Pit be _ of procuring Gallants for you 
Did he not aſk-w 
--— Pl bring my Action againſt you for 80 I have 
nothing but my Reputation te live by: Tales that from 
me, and you take all. 1f he's your 'Huſband, Madam, 
he's not mine. | (Bars into Traps. 

Mat. No, thank Heavein I have enough of one of you. 

Mrs. Wat. Leave the Room, I ſay. 

Lacy. Its for, for, your Sake ---- or, or ---- I'd tear his 
Eyes out! (Sor) Take away my Reputation / (Exit. 

Mat. Oh! the wondrous) Repatation of a Chamber- 
maid / I rakis Slut has ſtrangely provokd me. 1 
wiſh I were rid of her. (ai de. Mrs. 


re the Rogne was of my procuring ? 1 
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tell you, Mumpy; but may be, you won't do it 
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Mrs. Wat. (gſide.) I wiſh I knew what brought him 
back; and if he intends to go again. 


Mat. (aſide.) Ah! that the Huſband of that Charming 
Woman ſhould be Cornuted by a Prieſt —[—kův 


Mrs Wat. [afide.} What would I give to be rid of his 


Company? Yet I dare not aſk him, how he deſigns to 


diſpoſe of himſelf, for my Soul. 
at. What art thou thinking of, Pud/cy? _ 

Mrs: Wat. Of your Unkindneſs, Mumps! To pretend 
Buſineſs out of Town, and leave me ftarving in Bed by 
myſelf. I'm ſure if you lov'd me, you would not let 
Buſineſs take you from my Arms. Indeed, indeed, you 
would not, Mumpſey. [In a wheedling Tone. 
_ Wat Ah ! thoſe pretty Pouters I muſt kiſs them, 


thou coaxing Pug thou? [Xi e ber.] Doſt thou really 


love thine own Mumpy ? | 

Mrs. Wat. Naughty Mumps!“ is that a Queſtion now! 
Han't I 1 you all the Signs of it? Don't I lie cloſe to 
your Back ? and warm your Feet every Night in my Lap * 
And creep gently out o' Bed in the Morning, without 
waking you? Don't I? Can you deny all this, Mumps 


Mat. No, nor I won't deny it, Pudſey. And I hope 


you'll allow me ſome Merit in my Turn, Padſey. — 
Mrs. Wat. Nay, Mumps, I ſcorn to derogate from your 
Merit. I muſt confeſs, you never do any thing to break 
my Reſt, but when you are ſo naughty to leave me. 
For then I do ſo tumble, and toſs ---- and dream -—— and 
am fo terribly frighted —— as I was now, you know. 


_ ——þ Well, I proteſt —— go out again to Night! ---- 


If you do, I won't you again theſe three Days; fo 
1 won't. | * ks {Ron him on the Cheek. 
Wat, Thou handſome Creature! Oh ! twas that be- 
witching Leer, that ſnap't my Heart ——What has ſhe in 
her Head now? ---- I never knew her in this wheedling 
Humour, but ſhe had ſome Deſign (ide. ---- Well, Pud- 
fey, What is this begging Face put on for 
Mrs. Wat. That's a Secret paſt your finding out. (4/i4e. 
Wat. What can I do to pleaſe my Pudſey? 
Mrs. Wat. E'en very little truly. (e) ---- I could 


Vat. 
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Mat. But may be I will do it. (in a fond ne. 
Mrs. Wat. Won't you go out no more to Night, then? 
But fay your Prayers, and go to Bed, and ſnore like any 
little Pig in your Punm's Boſey ? 

Wat. (afide.) Humph ! Now is ſhe afraid of her 
Ghoſtly Father. She certainly ſmokes my Deſign. ---- 
On my Conſcience, ſhe's in Love with him. I War- 
rant, be's a ſtraping young Dog. -— Ounds! if I can 
but light of him ? or 

Mrs. Wat. What is J- on? Pray Heaven he 
does not take me at my Word, and ſtay at Home in Com- 
plaiſance. (ide. What, won't you anſwer me, Mumps ? 

Wat. Why Pudſey, thy Kindneſs ſo confounds me, that 
I know not what to anſwer thee. J am loth to dif- 
Pleaſe thee, and yet I muſt leave thee inſtantly. 

Mrs. Wat. [ aide. ] Little does he think, that tis the 
only thing he can do to pleaſe me. I hope Freeman is 
come home by this Time. | 

Wat. I only come back for my Powder-horn ; that's all, 
Pud ; but I' make all ble haſte back I will indeed, 
Padſey, to make thee eaſy. | 

Mrs. Wat. Or otherwiſe. [ide] Well if it muſt be fo 
[Sighing ] I muſt be content, and make myſelf as happy 
as I can without you, Mumps. (In a melancholy Tone. 
' » Wat. Ay, ay, I won't be long from thee, go, prithee, 
get me a Dram, I'll but take my Powder-horn, and follow 

thee —— (Exit Mrs. Watchit. 
WarTcnir ſous. 

I know not what to think. Sometimes I think ſhe loves 
me——and ſometimes I think ſhe does not. And if Father 
Domine comes within the Reach of my Blunderbuſs, have 
at him: If not ſhe ſhall produce him: Pll confront her 
by her own Confeſſion. If once I get him in my Power, 
Il turn his own Inguiſition upon him. His Church neer 
' tortur'd Heritick, as I will him. | | 


Tui teach bim to keep Handmaids of his own, 
And let his honeſt Neighbours Wives alone. 


(Exit. 
ACT. 
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Wid. I A MI ſtrangely divided between Inclination and 
+: A: Grandeur, I confeſs, I like Mr. Worthy's Per- 
A N but marry him, and I ſhall be 
.call'd plain Mrs. Wortty-: Then, where's the Diſtinction 


between me and my Brother's Wife: And who in their 


"Senſes wou'd part with Twenty Thouſand Pounds, to be no- 

thing but what one was before? My Lord can make me a 
Woman of Quality, and intitle me to treat all below me with 
Contempt. That carries a valuable Conſideration. —— 

Methinks, there is an Air in the very Footman of a Wo- 
man oi Quality. He approaches with ſuch profound Sub- 
miſſion] And in a Tone fo Soft, —— Did your Ladyſbip 
"call, Madam? Whereas, now, my blundering Raſcals 
come trotting up to my Noſe, with a Dad you want me, 


Ha Lord Pharoah-Bank. 
1 ant; 

 Talh. Thope you'll pardon this abrupt Intruſion, Ma- 

dam. It is intirely chargeable on the Impatience of my 
ore. Command my Abſence, I beſeech you, if I break 

in upon your more diverting Thoughts. 

Vid. I bad no Amuſements, my Lord, but what onght 


£ 


For footh ? 


: 


to give way to better Company. 


- * 


Tah. You do me a particular Honour in that Diſtinction. 
M. If I had not ſome Skill in the Choice of my Ac- 


quaintance, 1 ſhould be ſtifled with Impertinence, The 
firſt Leſſon I teach my Servants, is, To diſtingniſij between 
Perſons of Rank, and the Droſs of Human-kind.' I am 
pleas'd to find my Inſtructions are not loſt upon em, by ad- 


mitting one of your Lordſhip's Figure upon ſuch eaſy Terms. 

Tally. Such an robation from a Lady of your good 
Taſte, cannot fail of inſpiring me with a better Opinion 
of my ſelf, and a Confidence of my not being unwelcome 
> 8 9 to 


3 


A COMEDY. 73 
to my Dear Widow. [Kies her] She kiſſes ſofter than a 
Southern Wind! 

Mid. Pugh! I hate to be Complimented with Frag- 
ments of another's Wit, my Lord. It argues a Decay of 
Charms in the Perſon you addreſs. 

FainWELL freping. 

Tally. IT own it is a Fault, Madam. Your Ladyſhip has 
_ enough to inſpire the dulleſt Genius with ſomething 

ew. 

Fain. [ Aide.] You mean, ſhe has Money enough to 
inſpire you with Impudence. 

Tally. Apollo and the Muſes dwell upon theſe Lips. 
Another Kiſs, and I ſhall be | 

Wid. A Poet ? 5 

Tally. Whatever you wou'd have me. [Kiſer her. 

Mid. Say you fo, my Lord ? I have an odd Whim come 
into my Head. Will you give me a Proof of my Power, 
my Lord ? I want an Elegy. 

Tally. On a departed Monkey, or a favourite Kitten, I 

preſume. | | 
Mid. No, upon a Living Subject. 

Fain, [Hide] A pretty new Invention, to bury People 
before they are dead. | 

Tally. A Living Subject! An Elegy upon a Living 
Subject? 

Wid. You are not inſpir'd yet, I find, my Lord. I mean, 
a Characteriſtick of human Life; Dead, and yet Exiſting. 

Fain. [ Afde.] Myſtery | 

Tally. Popery ! Downright Popery ! May the Genius 
of England defend us. Let me ſee! What dead Folks 
have we among the Living ? There's a Diſbanded Of- 
ficer. An old Beau. _—— A broken Tradeſman. —= 
A Degraded Parſon. _—— A 2yondam South-Sea Director. 
An Eunuch. - An, an, an Old Maid. 


Mad. You have hit it, my Lord. N 8 

Tally. Then Crown my Succeſs with another Draught of 
Nectar. | [Kiſſes her. 

Fain. [ Made, ] How warmly the Rogue Kiſſes! He makes 
Love with as much Aſſurance, as if he had two Bottles of 
Burgundy in his Belly, and a real Title to ſupport his Impu- 
dence r | Wie | 
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Mid. I proteſt, one ſhou'd take your Lordſhip for a Soldier; 
for you attack a Woman, as they do a fortify'd Town. 
Tally. Love, and War agree in every Point, my dear 
Widow ; The Blockade of a Town reſembles an obſtinate 
Woman, and a phlegmatick Lover, who reſolves to weary 
her into Compliance. A Kiſs now and then from a diffident 
Lover, is like ſtealing a March, and ſurprizing the Enemy, 
by a circumſpect General. But eager and repeated Kiſſes, 
are, like Storming, more glorious to the Aſſailant. 

| [Embracing and Kiſſing her in a4 Rapture. 

Fain. [ Ade] Theſe Rogues happen into good Company 
ſometimes, one may know by their Gleanings of Wit. 

Wid. Oh gad, my Lord, what do you mean, by Ruffling 
one at this Rate ? 

Tally. Judge my Meaning, by the Quickneſs of my Pulſe, 
the Throbbing of my Heart, and Trembling of my Limbs ! 
The unqueſtioable Proofs of Love, and Eager Wiſhes for 
Poſſeſſion. Come, come ! Thou art no Stranger to a 
Lover's Meaning! _—— My Life, my Soul! Let us improve 
this Dawn of Pleaſure. Ne [Embracing her. 
 Wid. As how, my Lord? - 

Fain. {| Aſide.) Sure ſhe wou'd not have him tell her in 
Plain Terms, 8 5 

Tally. P'\haw ! for a Woman of thy Experience, to ask 
| that Queſtion ! _—— Come, come, the Sight of the Bed- 


Chamber, will refreſh thy Memory. [ Pulling her. 
Wid. ——Piſh! Nay, fy Be Civil, my Lord. 
[Seems to firuggle. 


Fain. [ Ade.) Humph! If it come to Pifh, and Ey al- 
ready, another Volly of Kiſſes, and ſhe ſurrenders at Diſ- 
cretion. 

Tally. Nay, Struggling is your Sex's Privilege. You 
wiſely know Reſiſtance but inflames Deſire. | 

Wid. I proteſt, I'll cry out, my Lord. 

Tally. With all my Heart. Your Servants know their 
Duty better than to come, if you do. - Honeſt Feffery 
has taken Care of that. | [#4e. 

Fain. How ſecure the Rogue thinks himſelf! Aide. 

Tall. I will poſitively injoy thee this Night 
Honourably, if you pleaſe. wid 


# 


* 
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Mid. Or not at all, my Lord, if you were the firſt Man 
of Quality in Eng land! 
Tally. Send for the Parſon this Minute then. 


[Kiſſes her again. 
Wid. Oh Gad ! You ſtop one's Breath.——You are the 


' moſt impatient Man 

Tally. Impatient, quotha ! Who can behold theſe dear 
Eyes without Impatience for the Bleſſing 
PE. vl id. Well, my Lord, let us ſign Articles: — And 

Tally. I'll giv e thee a Charte-Hlauche. Make thy own 
1 erms; ſo that I may this Night take Poſſeſſion of theſe 

rms. 

Mid. Well, ſince your Lordſhip will have it ſo 

_ Fain. Nay, you mou'not go in, an yow were ten Ma- 
ſter Wortheſs [ir Jeftery's Voice.) [ Fainwell within, 
in his own Voice.) 1 tell you, I had your Lady's Com- 
mands to wait on her, and muſt, and will go in: So, ſweet 
Mr. Fefery Crumplin, by your Leave 
| Fainwell r/bes in, in his own Dreſs. 

Mid. Oh Gad! that's Mr. Worthy's Voice! What can he 
think, when he ſee's one ruffled in this Manner! ——I'mp 
ſurpriz'd ! Did not I hear my Clod- hopper s Voice, 
in a reſiſting Tone, Mr. Worthy ? 

Fain. I was ſo far out of my Country-man's good Graces, 
that he wou'd neither bring in my Name, nor permit me 
to enter, 

Tally. [ Aiae.) That was in Favour of me. Jeffery is & 
Man 97 Honour, I find. But who's this Mr. Warthy# 
Diſappointment catch him, for coming ſo Mal a. propos. 

i; d. That Fellow is the moſt impenetrable Sot ! ——— 
Why did not you break his Head, Mr. Worthy ? 

Fain, That's a Liberty, Madam, no Man ought to take 
in your Houſe, till you have made him Maſter of it. | 
Were I that happy Perſon 


[Takes hold of her Hand 

Tah. [Stepping in between them.) You'd kick every- -body 
out of it, I ſuppole ? 

Fain. That give me juſt Provocation, Sir. 

[Steps in between, 

G. 2. Wits 
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Ma. Tf they ſhou'd quarrel now! Mr. Worthy, pray 
let me ſpeak a Word with you. Do you know 
this Gentleman is ? 8 
Fain. Very well, Madam. | 
Tall. Then if you know me, you know your Diſtance. 
| [Steps beteveen again. 
Fain. So well, Sir, [Goes between em] that were you not 
rotected by this Lady's Preſence, there ſhou'd be juſt the 
iſtance from hence to the Street between us. 
Tally. How, Sir ? | [Srepping up to him. 
Fain. Through the Window, Sir. [ Puſhes him away. 
Tall. You dare not talk thus elſewhere. 
Fain. You dare not give me an Opportunity. 
| II his Zar. 
Wid. Dear Mr. Worthy, for your own ſake, conſider 
what you do. —— He is a Man of Quality; and, for 
eught I know, a Privy- Counſellor. 


1 to Fainwell. 

Fain. To — above a Gang of Pick-pockets, I'll 
anſwer for him. Hark-ye, Ta/ly; how long have you 

worn this Surtout of Honour, I beſeech you? In what Reign 
were you created a Baron, pray ? | : 

_ Talh. Humph! He knows me, I find. My Buſineſs 

is done here. 

\ Wid. My Stars ! Is not he a man of Quality ? 

Fan. Yes, yes, Madam, I'll give you his, Titles in a 
very few Words. He is Baron of Fair-Chance and Viſ- 
count of all the Pharoab. Tables in and about London. He 
has a Pack of Cards for his Coat of Arms, quarter'd with 
Knaves ; and Falſe Dice, in a Field of Impudence, ——His 
Creſt is a Fool; his Supporters, are Parolie, and Trait la va. 

Tally. [Aide] The Rogue has Blazon'd me But I 
malt carry it off as well as I can. _—— I hope you'll prove 
this, Sir. | 

Fain. Oh! inſtantly, Sir. _—— Sam 

Enter SAM. 

Fain. Call a Conſtable. | | 

Hid. Not for the World. I beg I may have no more 
Buſtle in my Houſe. g 

Fain. You underſtand me. [Whiſpers to Sam. 


Sam. 


A COMEDY. - 
Sam. Perfectly well. Will your Lordſhip pleaſe to- 
walk this Way What think you, my Lord, of a Pot- 
of Porter, to drink to our better Acquaintance ? 
[ In 4 ſcreaming Time: © 
Tally. A Pox of Ill-luck | — I may find a Time, 
Sir [Exit with Sam. 
Fain. Not to cheat me of my Money, Sir. Ha, 
ha, ha! | 
Mid. I hope you are not miſtaken in the Man, Mr. Nor- 


7 

Fain. I'm glad Ju were not, Madam. 

Mid. Which is intirely owing to your timely Discovery, 
or I had been undone. 

Fain. For which, give me leave to ſay, you might have 
| . peut own Vanity. Nothing but a Lord wou'd: 

go.down |! T admire, a Woman of your Diſcretion, and 
a * Widow too ! ſhou'd prefer empty Title to Real Pleaſure, 
and mere Shadow to conjugal Affection. [Embracing her. 

Mid. A Fiddle of Affection, Mr. Worthy ; I tell you, E 
have been Lac'd very tight once in my Life; but having- 
made my Fortune, and got my Liberty, if ever I try again 
the Matrimonial Bodice, the Lace ſhall be tagg'd with a 
Title, I afſure you. 

Fain. Ah! that will make a Noiſe in the World; but 
your Pleaſure, like a Squib, will vaniſh in the Bounce, ha, 
ha, ha To give Twenty Thouſand Pounds tor the bear 
Name of my Lord's Lady, whilit Ten to One, but your: 
Chamber-maid ſupplies your Ladyſhip's Place in his Arms, 
and rattles about Streets in her Ber/in, ſupported out of 
your Ladyſhip's Fortune. 

Ma. You ſeem well acquainted with the Map-of this. 
World. 

Fain. Perſectly, Madam; and have made this Obſervation, 
That Women who love to indulge their Vanity, and yet 
hope for their Dividend of Pleaſures, are acting as incon- 
ſiſtent a Part, as they who give a Looſe to their Fancy, 
and at the ſame Time think to preſerve their Reputation. 
—— tell you, Madam, a Man of Quality will no more 
throw all his Love upon a Wife, than a Farmer will ſow 
all his Land with the ſame Grain. The. only Way to 

| G. 3 3 
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engroſs your Joys, is to marry one of us Conutry-Gen- 
«*glemen. 
Wis. To be rival'd by March-Beer, Tobacco, and Fox- 
Sounds. ; | 
Fain. Even thoſe are preferable to Cards, Dice, and a 
Wench, as you wou'd have experienc'd had not I come in. 
Mid. So ! now will he value himſelf upon my Delive- 
Trance. (AHide.) Well, well, Mr Worthy, ſince this 
Fellow proves a mere Plebeian, he is a worthleſs Raſcal ; 
but it he had really been a Lord, what is now Impudence, 
+ wou'd only have been the Violence of hits Love. | 
Fain. Humph ! a very pretty Diſtinction! No, Ma- 
dam, I deny that Poſition Love is ſoft and gentle, as 
the Morning-Sun in Antumn, mellowing Inclinationby De- 
'Srees ; but its T'win-Brother, like a Foot-Pad, knocks you 
down, and rifles you at once. He was impatient for 
your Money only, Widow. J. for this dear Perſon. 
Now, why can't you like me as well as a Lord? 
Wid. Like you! For what? 
3 Fain. For what ! Why for an unalterable faithful, conſtant, 
oatin 
Wid. Hold, hold, Sir. Your Epithets are running 
away with your Meaning. But to prevent your ex. 
eplaining it, I muſt tell you, that the very Name of Ma- 
trimony with a Commoner, will flatten our Converſation, 
and make us look very ſimple. 
Fain. Ay! but there is ſomething ſo expreſſive in that 


| Simplicity, that it gives a deeper Impreſſion than all the 


-Gildings of Rhetorick. Ah! my dear Widow, wou'd 
you but return my Love, how many Capids ſhou'd I be- 
hold dancing in theſe Eyes! Nay, and you ſhou'd ſee 
range Things before Morning. 
Nid. Sha ! you talk fooliſhly. 
Fain. That's inherent to a Lover. 

id. And ſo you'd have me a Fool too, to keep you in 
Countenanee. A very wile Foundation for the Fabrick of 
Matrimony. No, no, I tell you once for all, though 
T do like your Perſon, you and I muſt never be conjur'd 
into the Circle of a Wedding-Ring. 


Fain, 


A COMEDY. 79 
Fain. And no other Circle will do my Bufineſs —. 

T'll try if ſhe has really a Liking for my Perſon. WF 
Wid. Well ! what have I put you in the Dumps, now ? 

Are you conſidering what Death will revenge you of an 

ungrateful Miſtreſs. Ha, ha ! | 

Fain. No, faith, Madam; I'll live to be reveng'd, and 

balk your Vanity | 

Then farewell Love, 

Farewell Love, and all foft Pleaſure, 

Honour calls, and we muſt part. 


(Sings in a careleſs manner. 
Wid. You are the merrieſt Lover at parting ! | 
Fain. I am of Ben's Mind, Madam; reſolve to be merry, 

though the Ship were finking. And fince I muſt never 

hope to call you mine, I here diſmiſs all the Retinue of a 

formal Lover. Such as Vows,” Ogles, Sighs, Dreams, Vi- 

fions, Sonnets, Gingles, Epigrams, Couplets, with a long 

c. Thus, with infinite Struggles, I hope to entertain 

as mean an Opinion of Matrimony, as your Ladyſhip, in a 

very little Time. | 
Wid. Oh! that he had a Title to ſupport this Humour 

he ſhou'd find, I have no mean Opinion of ng; | 
| (Aide. 
Fain. And, for the future, ſhall look upon the Parſon's 

Patchwork, like a Pilgrimage to Mecca, or Feruſalem, fit 

only for the Superſtitious, and People who have periodical 

Inclinations, to fill up the Vacancies of human Life with 

a huge Caravan of Children; a long Journey; dirty Road; 

through the Turnpikes of Jcalouſy, Anxiety, Suſpicion, A- 

nimoſity, pinching Cares, and a Thouſand other Inconve- 

niencies. By the way, you have travell'd the Stage, 
and, I ſuppoſe, know what I ſay to be true. | 
Mad. Ha! All is not right within this Breaſt, I 
begin to perceive his Indifference gives me Pain. (Ade. 
Fain. I fancy the only Object to give one a Surfeit of 

Matrimony, wou'd be to ſee a Pair of diſtemper'd Crea- 

tures in the Corner of a Room, in cloſe Conſpiracy to de- 

ceive one another ; very fincerely promiſing mutual Love 
for Fifty Years enſuing ; when, upon Trial, a HO 
. ruition 
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Fruition makes either a Caterwauling Correſpondence, or 
a more peaceable and elegant Way of Seperate Beds. 
She ſeems nettled, I'll proceed. (4/#9e.)-——With this 
Thought I comfort myſelf: And here, Madam, bid Ma- 
trimony and You Eternally Farewell do tou d be let 
for — | [Sings and Hums that Tune. 
7d, Eternally ! —— I wiſh I had never ſeen this Fel- 


 Jow.—Lord, how'my Heart ſinks. [4b ae. 


Fain. Come all ye Winds, come all away, 
And briskly in our Canvaſs play; 
Waft me gently o'er the Main; 
Faremell, Widow ! Farewell, Pain 
Lara, dera, lara, dera, lal, lal, la 
[In the Tune of Over the Hills and far away. 
Md. You are exceeding Gay, Sir. 
Fain. Tous jour Gay, as the French ſay. I always meet 
the Frowns of Fortune thus The Jade may jilt, but 
never inſlave me. But, to be ſerious, To- morrow, 
Madam, I embark for the Indies. It will be a ſecret 
Pleaſure to me, it you'll permit this Paper Room in your 
Cabinet. It is my laſt Will and Teſtament. If I miſcar- 
ry in the Voyage, that will intitle you to Forty thouſand 
Pounds, my Uncle's Death inrich'd me with in Famaica ; 
whither I am bound. This is a Proof of my Eſteem, 
though you have forbid my Love. 
[Gives her a Paper, and takes up a Book from the 
Table, and ſeems to Hook in't. 

Wil. This is an Act fo ſingular, ſo full of Generoſity, 
that it almoſt lays me under a Neceſſi ty of making you 
ſome Return. 

Fain. Very ſingular, faith, if ſhe knew all. [Aſide. 

Mid. Forty Thouſand Founds ! ——Why one Quarter of 
that Money, would buy a Barony. 

Fain. Quarter me, if I wou'd lay it out that way, if I 


- .had it. - [ rae. 


| 


Ma. Or, ſuppoſe you ſhou'd ſell Part of your Eſtate in, 
in, in —— Gloucefter-ſhire ? 
Fain. Ay | or any other Shire. [Hhae. 
Wid. A Patent wou'd be no difficult Thing to obtain. 
Fain, No! but the Money to pay for it, wou'd. 2 
| | 2 
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What's here, The Pleaſures of a Single Lis? 


Ha 
Luckily 2nounter'd ! 
Mid. P'ſhaw ! a Fiddle of Single Life ! | 
Fain. Nay, fince you have impos'd the Study, Madam, 
you muſt give me Leave to con my Leſſon. 


[Seems to read. 
Mid. Pugh ! now I'm ſerious, you are turning every 
Thing to Ridicule. ——About this ſame Patent, I ſay; 
—— Suppoſe you ſell part of your Eſtate. 

Fain. Faith, Madam, my Eſtate is like a Wife, In- 
taild ; and my Fathet made me ſwear, never to levy a 
Fine upon any Conſideration, but making a Lady a Jointuge, 
So that it is like to be mine for Liſe.— But, I know, 
this ſudden Pretence of yours, is only to try the Strength 
of my Reſolution. You are not in Earneſt. | 

Mid. Well, purſue your Voyage to Famaica; ſell your 
Effects; return and purchaſe a Barony ; which you may 
eaſily do, in Eight or Ten Months, and you ſhall ſee if 
I am in Earneſt, or not. 

Fain. Eight, or Ten Months ! Ha, ha, ha ! Men love 
not now, Child, the Patriarchal Way. No, no, I wou'd 
not truſt to a Woman's Promiſe Eight or Ten Hours, 
Marry me before I go, and then 

Mid. O] then you won't go at all. 

Fain. Juſt the ſame as if you do not marry m. 

Wia. But what a ridiculous Figure I ſhall make, aſter 
ſo many Declarations againſt Plebeianiſm, when I ſhall 
be wiſh'd Joy by that vulgar Epithet—— Mrs. Worthy ? 

Fain. If that be an Objection, I'll give you my Ho 
naur, you ſhall never be call'd Mrs Worthy [Takes hola 
of her Hand, then ſnatches it away.]-—— O the De- 
vil! that Touch has thaw'd all my Reſolution, and Love 
and Folly begin to pour in like a Deluge: But when [I 
think of thoſe terible Words, You and ] muſt never be conju- 
red into the Circle of a Wedding-Ring 
Mid This is nothing to the Barony. Look-ye. Mr. 
Warthy, your Generoſity has made this Moment yours 3 
but if you don't take me at my Word, Conſideration may 
ſpoil my Gratitude. 

Fain. Nay, I'm to be taken in the Moment too. There 
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fore, if you'll flip on your Hood and Scarf, and ſtep into 
a Hackney-Coach with me, and drive to the Feet, where 


we may be tack'd together by a Spiritual Journey-man, 


without a Licenſe, or the Knowledge of either your Ser- 
vants or mine ; I promiſe you, as ſoon as the Ceremony 
1s over, I'll on Board ; make what haſte the Wind and 
Waves will permit; Diſpatch my Affairs with the utmoſt 
Expedition; and with the firſt Ship, return to theſe dear 
Arms. Till when, 'till when, thy Widow's name be 
worn. The World ſhall be inſenſible of my Happineſs, 
"till it ring with thy Honour. 

Mid. And you'll perform this? 
Fain. Moſt religiouſly 

Wild. Bu. | | 

Fain. Nay, no more Fairy-Fancies : Give real ſubſtan- 
tial Pleaſure. We Country-Gentlemen are ſo us'd to Sur- 
loins of Beef, that we ſhall ſtarve on the Whipt- Cream of 
Airy Promiſes Take me, take me, whil/t you may. 
[Sings, then runs and catches ber in bis Arms.) This Mo- 
ment, whilſt my Hopes are high; whilſt Imagination re- 
preſents a Groop of Pleaſures. Thou' It find thy Account 
in't, I warrant thee Widow | 

Mid. Oh I can refuſe the dear Man no longer. 


[Embraces her, 


| Well, wait in a Coach at the corner of the Street, and 


J'll be with you in the Compaſs of a With. [Exit 

Fain. Ha, ha, ha! ſhe's caught by Jupiter. 

| . Enter S A M. 
Sam. Joy to you, Sir! I over- heard the Bargain. 
Fain. Not a Word in the Family. 
Sam. Not for the World, Sir. | 

Fain. Wait you at my Lodging, with all Things in 
Readineſs for Conſummation. | 

Sam. Never fear my Part of the Buſineſs, Sir. 

Fain. What have you done with his Lordſhip ? 

Sam. Reduc'd him to a Commoner again, Sir ; But, 
the Fellow is a reaſonable Creature ; provided you'll for- 
give him, he'll obey your Commands. 

Fain. Very well ! Away, and call me a Coach. 

Jam. Yes, Sir, Yes —— [Exit. 

Fain, Egad, I've earn'd her Fortune by mere Dint of 
Policy — hu, | When. 
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When Truth, and Love, to tin a Woman fail, 
A well-laid Plot, and Artifice prevail. [Exit. 


SCEN E rhanges to the Street, before Watchit's Door. 
He in Armour, with a Blunderbuſs on his Shoulder, which 
he often makes ready to fire. 


Wat. J Shall pepper this „if he comes in m . 
— Fark wallet ſomebody LA av, 
No, twas nothing but the Wind, I believe "Tis very 
cold J ſhall catch my Death; but it is better to die 
once for all, than to live upon the Rack. What had I to 
do with a Help-Mete, when I was no Mete-Help for her ? 
S'Death, to be bubbled in my old Age; to father Children 
that I never got, and leave my Eſtate to a Mungrel Race, 
half Fiſh, half Fleſh, a Piece of Prieſt-Craſt! I have 
had, as it were, by Inſtinct, a ſort of Averſion to that 
kind of People from my Cradle, Ah ! honeſt ohn Dry- 
den, I ſhall never forget a Paſſage of thine, 
Friis of all Religions. 
Who comes there? Stand, or you're a dead Man. 
Enter D u x, who draws, frites up Watchit's Piece, 
and diſarms him. 

Dem. How ! Villain — I'll fee you fairly truſs'd up, 
if I live. 

Wat. *Ounds, who are you, Sir? and what makes you 
ſauntering here, at this time of Night? you are a Rogue, 
Sirrah, and [I'll ſecure you. Watch, Watch, Watch. 

Dem. That Pretence ſhan't fave your Bacon, you old 
Villain you. Watch, Watch. | 
| Enter Sir Jo n x. with his Sword drawn. 

Sir John. What's the matter here? Ha! Doctor Demur 
You are not hurt, I hope ! 3 8 

Wat. Doctor Demur ! Who the Devil's he? a Patch of 
the Law? or a Carcaſe-mender ? I expected a Botcher of 


another kind. (afide. 
Enter Conſtable and Watch. 
Dem. No not hurt, Sir Fob; but I was like to have 
a Brace of Balls in my Guts. 8 
Cent. Who call'd Watch? 


Den. 
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Dem, I did, Sir; Here's a Rogue attack'd me on the 
a with a Deſign to Rob, and Murder me, 
u e, | 
at. I did, Sir; this ſtrapping young Dog diſarm'd 
me, with Intention to enter my Houſe Yi; & Arnis; 
plunder, and abuſe me———— [They both ſpeak together. 

Conſt. Your Houſe where do you live, Sir? 

Mat. What's that to you, Sir? -A Conſtable may 
Cuckold an Alderman. I don't defire any of you Night- 
walking Sparks ſhould know my Houſe. (afide. 

Conſt. A plain Caſe, a plain Caſe ! he's aſham'd of his 
Habitation ; away with him. 

Sir Fohn. Ay, ay, Mr. Conſtable, he's a Rogue ! This 
is a worthy Gentleman, a Doctor of the Laws. 
| Conft. Yes, yes, Sir; I know Doctor Demur to be as 

honeſt a Man, as any in the whole Temple, and ruins as 
few, I believe. We'll ſecure him, Sir. 

Dem. Do; I'll have him examin'd before a Juſtice of the 
Peace in the Morning. 

Wat. The Devil ! this is a Trick to get me out of the 
way; and whilſt I'm detain'd by theſe Scoundrels, that 
Dog of a Fryar will lie at Rack and Manger with my 
Wife. Pray hear me Mr. Conſtable. 

Conſt. Yes, yes, Sir, you ſhall be heard before you go 
to Newgate.———You're a fine old Duke to come to the Gal- 
lows at theſe Years. Come, bring him along. 

Wat. Sir, I fay I'll go before a Juſtice to Night, and 
will have my Wife with me too. Zounds, I cou'd tear 
my Fleſh. —— Oh! Tim! Tim! that ever thou ſhoud'ſt 


? : 

* Exit. farc d out by the Conſtable, &c. 
Sir John. This ſhou'd be Fainwell's Uncle, by his 
talking of his Wife; and certainly miſtook you for one of 
her Gallants. 

Dem. Odſo / I have heard Fainzwel! ſpeak of him. If 
it ſhou'd be him, we ſhall have good Diverſion. Where 
are you going Sir John? 

Sir John. I am ſent for by my Brother Ned; who, I 
am told lies dangerous ill at the Widow —_— 

Dem. "Tis thither I'm going ; I'm glad I met youu 1 

/ ope 


K 


ä 


— 


Cn 
hope it is for your Advantage. FI follow you, Sir. 
Sir John. Haſte ſhou'd excuſe Ceremony, Doctor. [ Exit. 
Enter Conſtable and Watch, with Mr. Watchit and bis 
Wife, and Lucy; meeting Sir Philip Moneylove. 
Con. Come, come, bring them along to the Round. . 


| | Houſe. 


—— 


Mrs. Wat. Whither, cruel Man, muft I be haul'd out 
of my Bed at this unſeaſonable Hour ? 

Conſt. Only to the Watch-houſe, Madam. 

Wat. To the Watch-houſe “ to the Devil, Sir! I'ma 
Gentleman, and won't be abus'd. Carry me before a 
Juſtice inſtantly. 

Sir Phi]. What's the matter here? 

Conſt. Oh ! Sir Philip! Here, here's a Juſtice of Peace 
for you. This old man, Sir, aſſaulted Doctor Demwr. 

Wat. You lye, Sir! he aſſaulted me Mr. Fuſtice 

Sir Phil. Hold, hold, Sir; I can't hear you in the 
Street. My Couſin Herdleſ lives the next Door, carry 
your Priſoners thither, Co/7able ; you know the Houle, TI 


ſuppoſe. . 


Conſt. Ves, yes, very well, Sir. Come, come, bring 
'em along. | 


SCE N E the Inſide ef Mrs. Heedleſs's Houſe. 


The Back-Scene draws, and diſeevers Ned Freeman, and 
Louiſa, jaſt Married; (the Parſon making his Exit ) and 
Sir John and Demur; Louiſa throws her Arms about 
Freeman's Neck, „ 


Lou. N OW I'm Happy ! Now thou'rt mine again 


Look up, my Love ! my Freeman ? 

My ſoy! my Soul! my Huſband ! 
Take, take me in thy Arms; and ſay, 
Thou doſt forgive me; or I'm ſtill moſt wretched. 

Ned. Ha! Why this Joy? from whence theſe Raptures, 
When Life is on the Wing; and Death purſues it 
With an Eagle's Swiftneſs? | 

Lou. Far be that Thought / far as my Wiſhes, ſend it! 
J hope to hold it many happy Years ! 
Thou art not Poiſon'd ; 

| H Sir 


ſee! Mr. Freeman and the mad Knight! 
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Sir John. You're in no Danger, I aſſure you, Brother ; 
it was only your Surprize diſordered you. 
Ned. Give me leave to tell you, Brother, the Diſorder 


I find myſelf in cannot proceed from Surpriſe alone. 


Sir John. Something there was; but far from being fa- 


til; the Doctor aſſur'd me, it wou'd have no other Effect 


t lan making you a little fick for the preſent. 

Ned. And I aſſure you, Sir, that I am not to be trick'd, 
Sir. [Draws] Cancel the Deed this moment, or 

Sir John. [ Dratos.] That, and my Life ſhall go together. 

Lou. Ah! [Shrieks] Murder! Murder! 

| [Demur draws, and parts them. 
Enter Sir Puilir, Warchir, Mrs. Warchir, Lucy, 
Conſtable and Watch. 

Sir Phil. Ha! Murder! I charge you in the King's 
Name to keep the Peace Mr. Conſtable. What do I 
What would 
you murder your Brother, Sir. Secure him, Conſtable... 
I have been looking for you, Mr. Freeman, all the Town 
over. D'ye hear, ſtep to my Houſe, and bid my 


Daughter come to me this Minrte, [To one of the Watchmen. 


ho Exits.] Hark-ye, Mr. Freeman; was not there ſome- 
thing to be done at my Houſe to Night ? 
Ned. I thought ſo, Sir, but was unluckily prevented. 
Wat. This is the Rogue, that took me up, Mr. Fuſtice. 


Dem. Did not you bid me ſtand, Sir? and did not I 
diſarm you' of that Blunderbuſs in the Conſtable's Hand, 


ou old Thief, you? 
Wat. Thief! I ſcorn your Words, Sir; I was upon my 
Guard. — 
Sir Phil. Guard of what, Sir? 
Mat. Why, a Breach that's made in my Citadel here. 
| [Pointing to bis Wife. 
Sir Philip. Ha, ha, ha ! By whom pray? 
Wat. Ask her that ; ſhe can tell you, 
Lucy. Yes, Sir, my Lady can tell you, what melan- 
choly Days, and wretched Nights 
Wat. I'll wretched Nights you, Huſley ! | 
[ Holds up his Cane. 


4 


Sir 


r 


854 


\ 


A COMEDY. 87 


Sir Philip. Hold, Sir; do you conſider where you are? 

Wat Yes, and what I am too. 

Sir Philip. And what may that be, I pray? 

Wat. A Cuckold, Sir | 

Dem. If you are ſure of that —— Why — the Law 
is open, Sir. 

Wat. Ay! ſo open, that it has (wallow'd both Juſtice 
and Conſcience; and yet is as Hollow as ever. 

Sir Philip. Ha, ha, ha ; But how came you arm'd ? 
and to inſult this honeſt Gentleman ? 

Wat. Have a care what you ſay, Sir; he'll bring his 
Action "againſt you for Scandal —— But I took him for 
juſt ſuch another honeſt Gentlman ; a Botcher of Conſci- 
ences. One that has a better Knack at making Sin, than 
forgiving it. My Wife knows what I ſay to be true > 
and my Intention was to have ſent a Brace of Balls Hue- 
and-Cry thro' his Body, in Purſuit of his Continency. 

Dem. Oh Lord! Oh Lord! Murder a Man for lying 
with your Wife ! Why, you ſhou'd take the Law 
of him. 

Wat. That the Lawyers might: murder my Eſtate ; No, 


I thank you; I'm for the ſhorteſt way; I'd rathes hang at: 


{5&urx, than in one of your Courts | 
_ Wat. Have you Witneſs of what you fay my: 
ear? 
Hat. Yes, yourſelf, my dear Devil 
Mrs. Wat. I deny it; Produce your Evidence ! | 
Wat. Oh Impudence ! Sir, Pray give her her Oath 
and fend her to the Devil at once Did not you 
tell your Ghoſtly Father, Miſtreſs, That a Fryar enjoy'd 
you every Night? deny that, if you can ! Nay, and even 
when I was in Bed with you too! And that ev'ry 


Door in the Houſe open'd as ſoon as he approach'd it! 


for which you believ'd him a Conjurer? A Pox on the- 
Wizard, and the Circle too, I fay----Now, Gentlewoman, 
can you ſafely take your Oath this was not your Con-- 
feſſion ? | 

Mrs Wat. I can fafely take my Oath, I go in dan- 
ger of my Life with you. 

Wat. Ns, no, 'tis I go in Danger of my Life, Miſtreſs: 

H 2 N Mrg 
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Mrs. Wat. That ſhall be try'd; for know, Cir, I can bear 
theſe baſe Inſults no longer I muſt not go abroad 


Not ſo much as to Church; nor ſee any Company at 


Home; Not a Relation in Breeches ; and whenever you 
take a Whim in your Head to go Abroad, I muſt not lie 
in my Bed, tho' you have the Key of the Door in your 
Pocket. Nay, in ſhort, I muſt not Sleep, leſt I ſhou'd 
Cuckold you in a Dream. 

Sir Philip. Ha, ha, ha. 

Mrs. Wat. A Woman may be made a Fool on, if ſhe 
will; but you ſhall find, Mr. Watchit, J have Friends that 
won't ſee me abus'd. Lucy, call me a Chair I'll clear 
myſelf, I warrant you. 

Wat. Huſſey, Stir if you dare. [7o Lucy.] No, Madam, 
you ſhall clear yourſelf here, if you can, 

Sir Philip. J wou'd adviſe you, Sir, to agree with your 
Tady. Mr. Conſtable, you may leave your Priſoners 
with me. [Exit.C onftable, &c. 

Dem. This is a Cauſe for the Civil Court. | 

Mrs. Vat. I have ſomething to offer under the Cogni- 
zance of Common Law ; Have not we an AQ againſt 
Priefts, that belong to no Ambaſſadors ? | 

Dem. Yes, Madam, it's Death for ſuch to live in 
Eroland ; and it's pity that Act is not put in Execution. 

Mrs. Wat. Then, I here Celiver up this Gentleman to 

cu, Sir. 
: Wat. What, do you mean to Hang me for a Prieſt, Mi- 
ſtreſs? Am La Prieſt ? 

Mrs. Wat. So you pretended, when you took my Con- 
tefion ; Cou'd you imagine, I did not know you? Yes, 
and reſolv'd to fit you for your Jealouſy. And now this 
good Company ſhall jugde, if I don't Bed ev'ry Night 
with a Fryar ; and pray you, Sub, what Door in our 
| Houſe keeps ſhut, when you approach, and bid it open? 
| [In a Drolling manner. 

Dem. Ha, ha, ha! Youare Bit, old Gentleman. I 
ſuppoſe you'll aſk my Pardon now, Sir? Ha, ha, ha. 

Wat. The Devil ſneer you. How have I expos'd my 
felf! Ah! Tim / Tim! Thou art but a Fool ofa Wiſe Man! 

| | 35 54 a. 
Enter 


Enter Mrs. HEE DIES S. 


Sir Philip. Oh,! Couſin Hecdle ! you'll forgive my 


Y 
7 


taking up your Houſe here. 


Mid. My Servants told me the Reaſon.._—You are 


welcome, Sir Philip. I hate the fight of him; but it's no. 
Time to tell him ſo now. Well! I have made no iH 
Bargain. If this Spouſe of mine ſhou'd: never return, 
this Writing intitles me to all his Eſtate in Jamaica. 
Tf he lives to come back, —— I ſhall be a Woman of. 
uality ! and our Laws make farther Proviſion for me,. 
x he dies. I wiſh all Widows were as wiſe as myſelf. 
Couſin Olivia, your Servant. 
Enter OL rv 1a. 
O/:. How go Matters here? Dear Couſin, inform me: 
Mad. As you wou'd have em, I believe; for the Parſon: 
was ſent for; and methinks, one may read Matrimony» | 
in Mr. Freeman's Face already. | 
| Sir Philip. Ho ! Are you come. [Seeing Olivia. 
O. Did you ſend for me, Sir? 
Sir Philip. Ay, ay, come hither, Child. —-Mr. Free- 
man, we had as good make an End of the Buſineſs now 33 


and this good Company will make up a Country Dance-— 


Here's my Girl. Couſin Heedlef5. will ſend for. a Parſon. 
Oli. Oh miſerable ! What do I hear? | 
Sir Philip. The Buſineſs will ſoon be done. 
Ned. My Buſineſs is done, Sir. 


Sir Philip. But not with mv Daughter, Sir,. Come, 


_ Thinking; fend hoe the Dutch Woman: They 
are heavy dull Jades. Here's a Girl of the true Zrng/;fb 
Breed, that will make you as marry as a Cricket, whem 
the Parſon has ſaid Grace, Boy. 

Ned. I tell you, Sir Philip, I have more Occaſion for- 
the Hangman's Halter, than the Marriage. Nooſe- 

Sir Philip. What, before you are married? Piſh, Piſh !* 
that's impoſſible, But. were there not. certain Articles to 
be performed on your part. to. Day? 

ed. I thought ſo Veſterday, Sir. | 
Sir Philip. Yeſterday, Sir? Zounds /” What: do you. 


mean, Sir ?. ; GT 
H. 3, Sir Tam 
* 
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| 4 Lau. Oh, truſt to Love, my Dear. 
5 —— 


% e ART IPTC E. 


Sir abn. Why, in ſhort, Sir, This Lady has ſtept in 
between my Brother Ned, and your Daughter, and ſup- 
ply'd her Place; that's all, Sir. 80 

Cl. O Bleſſed Sound, (ade. 
— 3 ha, ha, What have you another Play to act, 

r 7 
1 Fobn. No Faith, Sir Philip, the Play is ended; and 


with your Leave, this Lady and I will ſpeak the Epilogue. 


| [Takes hold of Olivia's Hand. 
Sir Phil. Stark mad by Fupiter. Hold, hold, Sir, this 
Lady does not underſtand” Epilogues, nor Prologues nei- 
ther, [Takes her from him.] Do you think I am to be fool'd, 
Mr Freeman ? 7 
Loa. No, Sir; But I think you muſt look out ſharp 
for another Son-in-Law, Sir Philip; for I am on the right 
fide of the Hedge, now. We are married, Sir. 
Sir Philip. Indeed, ſhe is in earneſt, Mr. Freeman ? 
Ned. Yes, faith, I can fee no jeſt in't; and I'll tell you 


another ſecret ; I have given my Brother every Foo of 
my Eſtate. | | 


Sir Philip. Really ! 

Dem. Really, Sir Philip. I drew the Deed. 

Sir Philip. Why then it was the worſt Deed he ever 
did in his Life ; and if it be true I wiſh you Joy, 
Sir John. | 2 

Sir Jobn. To convince you, Sir, there's the Papers. 

| [Gives him” Papers. 

Sir Philip. Humph, "Tis even fo, —— I wiſh you 
Joy with your Dutch Vrow, Mr. Freeman, Ido, faith, 

7 


nheer. 


Mrs. Wat. My Lover married! Nay, then I'am glad 
we were no better acquainted. [afide. 

Wid. I wiſh you Joy, Madam. [70 Louiſa. 

L. It is not in the Power of Fortune to give me more. 
I hope, my Dear, you are pretty well again. 

Ned. Humph, my Sickneſs will continue longer than 
ſhe imagines. [de.] You aſſure me, I'm in no Danger 


of leaving the World, Madam; I wiſh you cou'd tell 
me how to live in't. | 


Ned. 


. 
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Ned. And Rarve, my Dear f Walls 


an Air of Penitence. x i Ms 
Lucy. He does, indeed, Took Penitential, Madam. 


Sir Phil. T've been conſidering yon from Head to Foot, 
Sir Fobn ; and, upon my Soul, I think T never faw you 
look fo well in my Life: Tho', to ſay Trath, I always 
thought you a fine Genleman.— Till he was dinſinherited. 


(aide. ) Olivia, come hither, Child! Give me thy 
Hand; It was ever my Reſolution, that thou ſhou'dſt go 


with the Eſtate; and therefore, Sir John, ſince you've got 


* 


2 
from ber. 
Mat. How ſhall I be able to look my Wife in the Fuse 
1 . 500 3: ©6505 IH 


in? 3 . | 
Aim. Wat. Methinks, Lacy, your Maſter ſeems to have 


one, een take t'other (Throws her to him.) , no 


do your Endeavour to make me, within Ten Months, a 


Grandfather. 


Sir John. On my Knees I thank you. This Preſent 


is more Welcome, than what my Brother gave me. 


med. Return my Deed then; I did not give it you: You. 


trick'd me out of it; Remember that, Brother, 


Sir Jobn. Out of nothing but my own, Brother; but 


half my Eſtate is at your Service. Your Generoſity to 
this Lady commands that. | 


Sir Phil. Say you ſo, Sir ? Then your Generofity ſhalt 
command but half my Daughter's Portion; Mark that. 


Lou. I Bar that Injuſtice ; the Fortune's all his n 


Nor do we need your kind Indulgence, Brother. — 
Ned. No! ----Egad, I'm glad to hear that! [de. 
Lou. Yours was the Plot that made my Freeman mine; 

and Heaven rewards you for't, with your Eſtate ; and puts 

it in my Pow'r to raife your Brother above the Reach of 


Want. Know, then, my Father left me his only Heir, 


and Miſtreſs of Forty Thouſand Pounds. 
Ned. Ha! Say'ſt thou? 


Lou. I knew not where to find thee ; but reſolv'd to live 
Unmarried for thy Sake. But, upon Sir John's Letter, 


+ haſten'd to prevent thy Breach of Faith. Tis done; for- 
give the Artifice, and all my Fortune's thine. 


Ned. Foigive thee! What, Forty Thouſand Pounds, 


and aſk Forgiveneſs ! One Quarter of the Money wor d 


purchaſe 
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| purchaſe a Pardon for all the Sins of thee, and thy Peſte- 
rity ! I affirm, no Woman can be guilty of - Fault, 


has Forty Thouſand Pounds —— But few of the Sex 
can boaſt ſuch Conſtancy. How ſhall I thank thee for 
this exceſſive Goodneſs ? Brother ! Let me thank you too. 
Had I known your Inclination for this Lady, you ſhou'd 
| have had no Rival here. (Claps his Hand on his Breaſt. 
Sir Phil. And if he had not got the Eſtate again, he 
ſhou'd have had no Father here. [C/apping bis Hand on his 
Breaſt.) Come, come, tis all well, and the Man has his 
Mare again. hat are you muſing on, Sir? [77 Wat- 
.chit.} Prithee be chearful Man ---- Suppoſe you were a 
Cuckold, the Fault's not yours, nor your Wife's neither : 
No doubt but you was born when Mars and Venus were in 
ConjunRion ; and if ſo, who can withſtand their Fate? 
Omn. Ha, ha, ha, ha. di | 
Dem. Ha, ha; But this Gentleman is in no Danger. 
— Come, come, Sir, take your and make much 
af her; give her her own Liberty; confide in her Honour, 
and that way preſerve her Virtue. 
Ned. Tm glad the old Cuff does not know me again. 
5 | | (aide. 
Mrs. Wat. Let him ceaſe to be Jealous, and 2 1 
glre him real Cauſe, let him expoſe me. —— What ſay 
you, Mumps! Shall I enjoy the Liberties of an Eng/iþ 
Wife? | 
Mat. An Engliſt Wiſe that's a large Latitude Pud ? But 
| Tagree to itz Come, Buſs, and Friends then! [X;/+- ber.] 
Sq now ; 
from this Moment baniſb all my Cares,. 
t With all my Locks, and Bolts, and Iron Bars. 
Enter FaitnweELL and SAM, ſinging, the laſt with. a 
_ Bottle and Glaſs in bis Hand. | 
Mid. Bleſs me! what do I ſee my Raſcal Drunk ? 
Sir Phil. Ha, ha, ha, Jeffery in his Cups? | 
Fain. I'm reſolv'd to be merry to Night, be-meſs, Sir.---» 
A Lg.. 


Sing Ola ta let us be merry 
Kan. O nilly wa, let us be merry. 
' Fain, And drink the King's Health in raty Canary. 
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Wid. I'll honey Lee you, Sirral [Runs to beat him, 

Fain. Hold, hold, my Dear; tho' I allow'd you to beat 
me, when you was my Miſtreſs, the Caſe is alter'd now 
you are My Wife 

Wid. Wife ! 

Fain. I am no longer Jeffery! but your Lord and Mat: 
ter. 

Mid. Ruin'd paſt Redemption! Oh! oh! oh! | 

[ Burſts into Tears, * 

Fain. No, no, my Dear, I'll ſo Hug, Love, and Buſs 
thee, that thou ſhalt own to Morrow Morning thy Money 
well laid out. [ Goes to Embrace ts 

O7-n Ha, ha, ha, ha. 

1174. Stand off; I never can forgive your putting ſuch a 
Trick upon me, Mr. Worthy! | 
Fain. Mr. Fainwell, if you pleaſe, my Dear. You ſhall 
find mea Man of Honour. You know is was part of our 

Agreement, you ſhou'd not be call'd Mrs. Worthy. 
ad. Not Warthy! Oh Heavens ! then I have married 
a down right Scoundrel! Oh! undone, undone 3 get out 
of my Sight. Oh! oh. | 
Fain. Get out of thy Sight! No, no, Tut get into thy 
Arms, my Girl; where Þ'll convince thee, that I am a 
Gentleman, of a better Family than your Sham-Lord. 
| [Whiſpers Sam, tho Exits. 
Wat. That he is, I aſſure you, Widow ; for he is my 
Nephew. 
Sir Phil A very odd Metamorphoſis ! You are an a Ex. 
cellent Actor, Sir. 
Fain. Every Man in his Way, Sir. 
Sir Phil. Is your Vanity come to this! Faith, you have | 
made but a blind Bargain of it, Couſin. 
Fain. You had lik'd to have couzen'd her into a binder | 
Bargain Hark- ye, Sir Philip, what was you to have 
had, if this Noble Lord of your Dubbing, had deen in 
my Place ? 1 


Enter Sam and TALLY. | — 
Sir Phil. What do you mean by aſking that Queſtion | 
Sir? Do you think 1 was to 8 Brid'd ? 


* . 
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. Fain. So this ſame Gentleman ſays, Sir; to the Tune 


of Three Thouſand Pounds. Is it not true, Ta//y. 

Tally To a Tittle, Sir . 

Sir Phi]. Why, you, you, you impudent Son of a 
Whore ; were not Seventeen enough for you ? 
Mid. Not it he had been what you repreſented him, Sir. 
But I have nothing to thank your Friendſhip for. 

Sir Philip. A Fig for your Reflections; nothing wou'd 
£9 down with your Vanity, but a Lord, forſooth ; and 

ce no Lord of the King's making wou'd be troubled with 
you, I made one on purpoſe for you. Loek- ye, tis my 
Opinion, ev'ry Man Cheats in his way And he is 
only Honeſt, who is not diſcover'd. Exit. 

Ozn. Ha, ha, ha, ha. | 

Fain. I believe, Sir, I have a Guinea of yours. 
It is too much, to take both your Money and your Mi- 
ſtreſs; there, Sir; [Gives him a Guinea.) Now, Sir, I 
preſume your Abſence will be very agreeable to this 
Company. 
_ Tally. With all my Heart, Sir.--—And I am glad I'm 
come off ſo well. | [Exit. 

Ned. Come, come, Madam, I think you have icap'd 
very well, conſidering all. You might have been undone : 
The Prevention of which is owing to Mr. Fainevell. There's 
nothing in a Title——Believe me, there are more heavy 
Hearts in Coaches with Coronets behind 'em, than you'll 
find in the Hacks, take em as they run, from the Royu/ 
Palace to the Royal Exchange. © 

Sir Fohxn. I'm of my Brother's Opinion, Madam; Mr. 
Fainwell bears the King's Commiſſion ; and tho' he is but 
+ -a Subaltern, you have Fortune enough to buy him a Regi- 
ment: and a Colonel's Lady is as good as my Lord's. 
Mi. Well, ſince it is no better, tis well it's no worſe ; 


hut don't you think, Sir ohn, a Thouſand Pounds, 


rightly plac'd, wou'd not get him Knighted ? 
Fain, Ha, ha, ha! We'll conſider of that to Morraw 
Morning. | 5 
Wd. I hope you'll forgive the Blows, I— 
Eaiu. And promiſe never to return em too, | 
Hat. Nephew, I wiſh thee Joy. with all my Heart. 


Fain, 
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Fain. I thank you, Uncle. 

Sir Fobn. I'm ſo much indebted to you, wh love you 
now, methinks, in ſpight of Principle. : 

Ned. My Principle, dear Fack, is the ſame with thine. 
I did not think it prudent to contradiẽt my Father ; but no 
Man ſhall do more in Defence of his Country, or pay his 
* more chearfully. Come to my Arms 


122 To my Heart. 2142 Embrace. 
Now every Man to his Mate; let's have a 
a 8 Dance. [Goes to Louiſa. 


Sir Fobn. Come, Mr. Watchit, take 8 Wife, and let 
me adviſe you, if ſhe has any Faults, hide them from the 
Publick : 

For He or She, who drags the Marriage Chain, 

And finds in Spouſe Occaſion to complain, 

Should hide their Frailties with a Lover's Care, «. 0: 
And let th illijudging Warld conclude em Fair; 
Better th' Offence ne er reach the Offender s Ear. 

For they who Sin with Caution, whi/ conceal'd, 

Grow impudently Care/e/s, when reveal'd. 
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A Bold'Stroke for a Wie. Ades 


|. Beau's Duel: or, 2 Soldier for the Ladies. by Mrs. 
Mie Haſſet Table 1 $40] Centlipre. 


„N. B. Theſe three Plays with the Artifice makes a 

Voh 2 which is prefix d a general Title. . 
I. edding; a Tragi Comi-Paſtoral Opera, as it 

is acted at the Theatre Royal in —— Garden, with an 

Nit fure there are no Bargains driv'n, 

E 2 Ner Marriages clapt up in Heaven; 

and ibali the Reaſon, as ſome gueſs, 

[. There is no Heat n in Marriages. Hud: 


With the Overture, by Dr. Pepuſch. Alſo the Muſick © | 


. Tet to each Song, engraven on Plates. Price 15. 

2. Scotch Figgaries : or, a Knot of Knaves. 

3. Merry Mild Maid of Iſlington. - | 
4. Dr. Fauſtus, with the Humours of Harlequin and 
Scaramouch. Price 4 4. each. . 
5 The Per- Juror: or, the Country Juſtice. A Farce. 
As it is acted at the Theatre- Royal in Lincoln's-Inn- Fields 


' with great Applauſe. Reprinted on of the Craftſ- 
man, Aug 3, 1732. Price 6. | 24 
6. Tales and Novels in Verſe from the French of 


Ia Fontaine, by ſeveral Hands publiſh'd' and compleated 

by Samuel Humphrys,-Eiſq; -Adorn'd with Cuts. Price 1 

7. Grove: A Collection of Poems by Eminent Hands. 
8. Cambray's Fables and Dialogues of the Dead. 

9. Peruvian Tales, related in one Thouſand and one 


Hours, by one of the Select Virgins of Cuſco, to the Ynca of 


Peru, to diſſuade him from a Reſolution he had taken to de- 
ſtroy himſelf by Poiſon. Interperſed with Curious and Hiſ- 
” torical Remarks, explaining the Religious and Civil Cuſ- 
| toms and Ceremonies of the Antient Inhabitants of that 
| _ Empire. Tranſlated from the Original French by 
S. i Eſqz 2 Vol. Twelves. Price 6 -. 
10. Honey-Sickle: A Collection of Poems c. 
11. Dr. King's Remains in Proſe. 
15 Loyal Songs, 2 Vol. Verſe. 
3. Lord Orrery's Memoirs, with an Appendix. Second 
tion. Price 4 5. | | 
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